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are becoming aware of a desire to
perpetuate their cultural heritage. Although many early
immigrants wanted to blend into American society and
did not emphasize their cultural traditions, succeeding
generations of Americans of Danish and other descent have
recently discovered an interest in their intellectual, cultural
and social heritage.

MANY

AMERICANS

have a unique opportunity to
participate in two cultures. However, because of a rapid
blending into American society, few enjoy the completeness
of this dual heritage of Danish and American traditions.
Fortunately, many individuals are now discovering that their
interest in Danish culture is shared by others.
DANISH

AMERICANS

was
established in 1977 to explore and record the history of
Danish immigrants -- a history reflecting the ideals,
strengths and traditions they brought with them. The
Society is committed to stimulating interest in the
Danish cultural contribution and to preserving it for
future generations.
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Editorial Statement
This issue of The Bridge concludes with the review of Visti
Favrholdt's book Junction City to Denmark: A Boyhood Journey
which was printed in an incomplete form in the last issue (19:2).
We were pleased to note that many subscribers noted the review
ended abruptly and without the concluding statement. For those
of you who are interested in an even more complete statement
there is an order blank for the book on the last page of The Bridge.
We have included our usual eclectic collection of articles
reflecting the lives of Danish Americans and their contributions to
Danish American life. The first article by Agnes Jelhof Jensen, a
Danish Canadian author little known in North America, tells of
growing up in Denmark and life as a post World War II immigrant
to Canada.
"A Grundtvig in America" gives us information about the
American life of a son of N.F.S. Grundtvig, The Grundtvig. It gives
us further insight and additional information about the conflicts
within the Danish American communities in the United States. It is
an important chronicle of a significant Danish American and his
influence on Danish American life.
The Almost White Child" is a gade vise from the 19th century about something we might like to forget now in the closing
years of the 20th century. Yet it is an interesting statement about
racial attitudes in America and in Denmark of those days. We offer
no apologies to those who have a more "heroic" view of Danish
contribution to American life and letters. We believe our readers
will find it one of the more unusual articles to appear in The
Bridge.
Erling Christensen's autobiographical statement is that of
an early 20th century Danish American and his experiences. Life
was not easy, nor always pleasant, but it was accepted as life. It
demonstrates that American quality of accepting life's challenges
and working to make the best of them--and being content with the
successes one creates.
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submitted by his niece Sybil Duus Needham who is a tour
guide in southern Arizona.
Thorvald Hansen is a retired Professor of History and
Director of the Danish American Archives at Grand View
College. He has written extensively on various aspects of
Danish American life. He is currently editor of Church and
Life,a publication of the Danish Interest Conference.
Agnes Jelhlof Jensen was born in Copenhagen, but
now lives in Edmonton, Alberta, Canada. She has written
much for the Danish press and is now seeing her books and
articles translated into English. For example, Dilemma,
Oberon Press, ISBN 0 7780 10155
Gerald Rasmussen is President of the Danish
American Heritage Society and formerly Vice President for
Instruction and History instructor at Lane Community college in Eugene, Oregon.
Hans J0rgen Strandberg, educated in Denmark,
Sweden, and England, is the owner and managing director of
the family printing company founded by his grandfather. He
lives in Vedbaek, 12 miles north of Copenhagen.

-5-

-6-

The Bridge, Journal of the
Danish American Heritage Society
Volume 20, Number 1, 1997

Table of Contents
Page
ARTICLES

My Life Has Been Worth Living .....................
By Agnes Jelhof Jensen

9

A Grundtvig in America ............
By Thorvald Hansen

27

. ..............

Julius Strandberg and "The Almost White Child" ......
By Hans J0rgen Strandberg

61

Recollections of a Danish Auctioneer .. ..............
By Erling Christensen

77

BOOK REVIEW

Junction City to Denmark: "A Boyhood Journey" ......
By Gerald Rasmussen

-7-

87

-8-

My Life Has Been Worth Living
by AGNES JELHOF JENSEN

INTRODUCTION
North Americans, and especially those who are not
Canadians, have only in recent years become aware of the
Danish Canadian writer, Agnes Jelhof-J ensen. This in spite of
the fact that she published her first book, Hallo Canada, in
1976.
As she explains in the following autobiographical
sketch, the reason is quite simply that she wrote in her native
tongue, Danish, for Danish journals and publishers, and for
a Danish language audience.
The Bridge is pleased to introduce her to those of our
readers who have not had the pleasure of reading her books.
We became acquainted with Agnes Jelhof-Jensen in
Vancouver, British Columbia, at an annual meeting of the
Federation of Danish Associations in Canada. We had the
great good fortune to share a table with her at the main banquet. She was a delightful table companian; a marvelous conversationalist. As a result of that chance meeting we became
aware of the treasure of books she has produced.
Many of these books were written years ago and are
now beginning to be issued in English translations. The
Bridge will embark in coming issues on a campaign to belatedly review those books. We believe our readers will find
them both interesting and worthwhile reading.
Gerald Rasmussen
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My mother and father had seven children. They started
with twins, but took it easier as the years went by. I was
number six. The second youngest.
There were four lusty boys and three just as lusty girls.
The whole clan had a zest for life, the older generation at a
sedate pace, the next, more vigorously, and the youngest,
downright energetically. We were a constant moving wave,
washing up on various shores, as time went by. Succeeding
generations lived with heartfelt happiness and as long as
possible, until, tired of life's many days, they slept in, as we
said in those days. Only a few accidents and tragedies and,
of course, wars and what goes with them, cut down our family members on an untimely basis. Life was worth living!
We lived on Platanvej in Frederiksberg, a suburb of
Copenhagen. Of course, we were not brought up on the
street, but a neighborhood has a certain influence, good or
bad. Frederiksberg with its parks, big whispering trees, its
calm tempo balanced with well-being, was the backdrop for
our upbringing. There was a long way up to the sky, which
was big, and a yard around every house where we grew up.
There was the certainty and security that everything would
continue as it always had, which naturally it didn't.
"What was it like when you were a child?" ask my
own children, and I have a feeling that it was several
hundred years ago. But I asked my own mother once, and I
scowled over the old-fashioned way she was brought up. My
own do the same.
"Were you happy when you were a child?" they ask
me, and now I really have to think before I answer, because
they want to know, and their generation has learned to
demand happiness.
I was happy as a child. Let me see. I had many joys
and I could laugh until my side ached. I could giggle from
delight at the most inconvenient moments and drive grownups to distraction when I couldn't stop. I loved to laugh and
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I knew how to laugh. There was so much to laugh at which
many others couldn't even fathom. There still is. But I also
had sorrows. I could cry until my whole body shook and I
got hiccups and gasped for air several hours later, eyes
swollen and cheeks streaked . I was as stubborn as a donkey
and hot-headed, exploding easily. I laughed and cried like
every other child. That is how children grow up.
Our mother taught us that this world owes us nothing.
And that was a good life's rule. People were expected to talk
nicely to each other, and in addition it was expected that
people would help each other. Otherwise, existence had
no meaning.
My mother also said that she didn't appreciate halfhearted efforts, whether it was in word or deed. Others
might say what is worth doing is worth doing well. My
mother just said it in a different way. She said many things
in a different way. Maybe that is why I remember.
We lived the life we knew and liked and took for
granted that this was the way things should be. Just as children do when no one confuses them with ill-timed questions
about happiness beyond anyone's reasonable expectations.
Yes,I remember my childhood with joy.
I was number six out of seven, and that number stuck
on my back posed its own problems. Six is seldom a trail
blazer, unless blessed with an outstanding talent, something
I certainly wasn't. Number six can be the most comely but
that spot is as a rule taken before number six arrives. In fact
most everything has been done before number six who is a
type of encore, an echo from the time when the older children were small. Number six can try to be the most intelligent, but for a toddler, who hasn't learned to talk properly,
that is hard to prove. Or perhaps the wisest. But that comes
with age and I naturally didn't qualify then. The most musical. Not me. Number six is usually quite ordinary in all
respects and does fairly well because there is no other choice.
-11-

Besides, children don't think about these things. That comes
much later when explanations and excuses are required.
On the other hand, I couldn't let myself be trampled,
and neither could I let myself sway in the wind to
whichever side it blew. If the others were even to remember
the existence of number six, then I had to stamp my heavy
leather boots down hard on the cobblestones and stand fast
with my own ideas and opinions.
"You don't have to side with wrong or inequity," my
mother said, and that meant that I was stubborn and held
steadfastly to what I thought, even if there were all kinds of
reasons to change my mind. She was right most of the time,
but that didn't matter, and besides she didn't know what it
meant to be number six of seven. She was number one of
two, and she had as a brother our beloved Uncle Laber,
known in other circles as High Court Advocate Jacob
Salomon. No one could have demanded more.
Nevertheless, there were advantages to being number
six. No one asked very much of me. No one pushed or put on
pressure. I was just a child, who somehow or other would
become an adult in the course of time.
When I was a child all proper families had a contingent of elderly aunts, who seemed to have been born old and
skeletally thin. They had black lace ruffles on the front of
their dresses, going up to their stringy, bird-like throats and
a little calotte hiding the baldness in the middle of their
heads. There were protective covers on all their chairs, and
their cookies were hard and smelled of camphor. They
lived in the middle of Copenhagen in big old-fashioned
apartments.
On our visits, we would take our coats off in their icecold entry where our mother always reminded us to behave
properly. Then we went into an overheated parlor where the
elderly ladies sat shivering under their knitted shawls and
their woolen jackets each time a door opened. The parlor was
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the apartment's only heated room.
The aunts had heavy rings on their arthritic fingers
and money in everything that was worth putting money into,
because their father had taken care of that. He had probably
also made sure that they never got married. No one was
good enough for his little girls, and one day he wasn't there
any longer and his little girls were lonely old women, who at
times must have been very lonely and very much alone. The
year had 365 days for them as well and especially 365 lonely
evenings and just as many lonely nights.
But on visiting day they certainly weren't alone, and
besides I cannot remember that they ever complained. They
bore their fate under the black lace ruffles without so much
as heaving a sigh to the high ceilings. They even spoke
nicely about their father. They were really wonderful in their
own way.
I would step over the doorsill into the overheated
parlor, hurrying to close the door behind me. I curtsied as
befit a girl. The boys clicked their heels together and bowed.
The aunts would clasp their hands together, their thin
gnarled hands, which had never been given an opportunity
to show what they were worth, and say, "My, how you have
grown. How old are you?" It didn't matter if we had been
there the week before. The questions were always the same.
I stood, smoothing down my dress which didn't need
smoothing, and answered quite properly, but otherwise
children were not on center stage. At that time they were
definitely seen and not heard. The adult small talk spread
through the warm room, where we drank tea with milk
or lemon.
Events of consequence weren't discussed since it wasn't
good form to bring that sort of thing up at a visit. Propriety
was the root, stalk, leaf and flower of all behavior. If someone
absolutely had to impart some gossip, it was whispered
behind a shielding hand in the ice-cold entry on departure.
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On occasion someone made a real faux-pas, as when a
lady looked at me long and hard through her mother-ofpearl lorgnette. She stared, which was the first no-no. To stare
and point was not good form. Even a pre-schooler knew that.
Nevertheless she stared, no doubt because she was married
into the family. Finally she said, "Are you really a H~rtwig
from Platanvej?"
I nodded, which was permitted, and she continued,
"You look like your mother. On the other hand, your eldest
sister is quite beautiful."
At such a moment one should not laugh, but overlook
the remark, pretend it has passed over one's head. That
would be good form. But I couldn't help laughing. It bubbled
up inside and came to the surface as jubilant, pearl-edged
laughter, and the worst - or rather the best - was that my dear
mother laughed with me. She had tears in her eyes from
laughing. It wasn't so terrible to resemble her, even if I had to
forsake some beauty. I could not have asked for more.
Yes, the visits to the aunts were a part of our
upbringing in those days. It is no longer the mode. Though
it isn't done any more, something has hung on. Even to this
day I rush around and visit lonely, elderly ladies. They still
need me.
We didn't have birthday parties like many of our
friends; parties where an army of decorated children stood
shyly and stepped on each other's and their own patent
leather shoes until they forgot their instructions from home
and stormed around so that everything that could break was
in danger of doing just that. Maybe our old siblings had had
parties like that and experience had taught our parents that
they weren't such a good idea.
Instead when we got older my brother Olaf and I had
balls for young people to which the girls came in strutting
dresses, skin-coloured silk stockings and lipstick hastily
applied in the entry. We behaved in a very grown-up fashion.
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We smoked Russian cigarettes which had tobacco in one half
and a cardboard tip in the other. The trick was to put the right
end in your mouth and nonchalantly let one of the boys light
it with feverish hands. We ate a fine dinner, with the parlor
maids swirling around, waiting on us. We drank non-alcoholic
red wine, however that was concocted.
At eleven o'clock the parents came and herded their
offspring home in small flocks. By then we had had a wonderful evening, dancing the waltz, lancier, folk dances and
later the more daring tango and two-step. These balls for
young people were pure delight.
When I was young there was also something called
morals. I don't know where they were stored, but they
seemed to go along everywhere. The word morals encompassed goodness, righteousness and common sense. People
never talked about their sex life or other bodily functions.
Perhaps man to man. That I can't know. But in proper families the word sex had been struck out. People were married
and had children, precisely in that order, and others looked
sternlythe other way, if there was disarray in the accounts .
What happened on the wedding night was never mentioned.
On the other hand, we really immersed ourselves in the wedding feast. To live together without being married was
unheard of. Once when the unheard happened - one of the
family's young ladies, distantly related, was expecting a
child without a wedding first - the aunts shook their heads of
grey locks and whispered to each other, "How could it have
happened? She was home every evening before ten."
My mother was religious. She came from an Orthodox
Jewish home. Every morning, turned toward the window,
she read from her Hebrew prayer book. She was never interruptedwhile she read. Not because a rule had ever been laid
down, but because there was a certain respect for religion.
Alsoothers' religion. Those who were dealing with their God
wereentitled to peace and quiet - it didn't matter what they
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called their Almighty. Tolerance is a big word, and we
learned that from childhood. There had to be room for
everyone, and we were put on earth to help each other. It
was that simple .
The Holy Days were observed and the boys took their
bar mitzvah and the girls their bas mitzvah in the synagogue
on Krystal Street. Tradition was observed, partly out of
consideration for my mother's uncle, Chief Rabbi David
Simonsen. He was the patriarch, the highest civilian authority.
His library of 100,000 books which, at his death was catalogued and moved to the Royal Danish Library where it is
still held as a special collection, was housed in a five-room
apartment. There was virtually no other furniture in this
apartment except bookshelves from wall to wall. He himself
lived with his wife Cora Simonsen (see Salomon) in just as
big an apartment adjoining his library.
Uncle David and Tante Cora played enormously big
roles in my childhood. My own grandparents were deceased,
but Uncle David and Tante Cora took their place quite
naturally. They themselves had no children. In their prime
they were formidable. Everyone came to visit them including
famous people from many countries who simply knocked on
their door and were invited in.
Another person I remember with joy was my Uncle
Grossman. He was married to my father's sister and was
cantor in the synagogue. He was a lovable, little, round man
with beautiful white hair and a matching beard. He had a
mild, innocent smile and a tenor which in his elderly days
became a baritone, but which continued to be pure and clear
and unstrained. I loved to hear him sing in the synagogue.
There were tears and sorrow in his voice, but also hope hundreds of years of sorrow, coupled with faith in the
Almighty. I would just close my eyes and let myself be carried along. So what if I didn't understand every word he
sang. That meant little in those holy surroundings. He was
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e first to teach me to say God is good. Don't blame Him for
verything that happens. People have to help too. He would
mile wistfully and hum to himself.
Naturally we didn't celebrate Christmas, but we did't miss it. On New Year's Eve we walked strung out like a
aravan,to Lindevej 4 where my mother's cousin, Tante Ella,
·ved with her husband Harry von Essen and their son
reben.It was a merry company with many good traditions.
r own cook, Anna, was lent to the kitchen and had roastthe turkeys. She baked the seasonal cakes for tea and our
ousin Preben was responsible for the fireworks at midnight.
e celebrated the beginning of the New Year and wandered
ome while the night and the year were young. On each pilow lay a shiny ten 0re. We hopped into bed, shouting Happy
ew Year and thank you for the past year - Godt Nytaar og
for det gamle.
One year bit the other in its heels and one day I was
grown up and had to do something with my life. All of us
thers and sisters were required to get an education. No
doubtthis rule was motivated by my mother's faded dream
of being something other than a married woman and one
half of a parental couple . The girls especially had to be
equippedto look after themselves, something which later
provedto be not too crazy an idea. At the time, in the spring
ofmy youth, it seemed to me that it didn't really matter. Life
just lay unused and full of promise, waiting for me to do
something with it.
I really wanted to be a writer, but that didn't count,
since it wasn't a profession which could be certified with an
exam,and besides it was not something that one could live
m. We had to study and use our brains. That was why we
!lad them.
Still I was only fifteen years old when my first article
as published in one of the big papers in Copenhagen. The
eme was how people smelled flowers . It wasn't bad. It was
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at least incisive and humorous. No one talked about it, but
later I discovered that my mother had bought ten copies of
the day's paper and sent them around to friends and family
who didn't subscribe to it. Now and again she reread it, and
her eyes lit up. But that was completely beside the point. I
had to study. As there was a free choice, I chose to study
horticulture, mostly because no one in the family had had
that idea.
And I graduated with a Bachelor of Science from the
Royal Veterinary and Agricultural College (Landboh0jskole)
in 1941. Europe had been engulfed in war since 1939 and the
Germans had occupied Denmark on April 9, 1940. These
were dark times for the little country and its anxious citizens.
The only joy was that Denmark's current queen was born on
April 16, 1940 and was baptized Margrethe. And King
Christian X rode each morning in his majesty alone through
the streets of Copenhagen, while people waved and smiled
and for a few moments forgot the long shadow of war.
I myself met King Christian at a traffic light, where he
sat waiting on his tall horse until it was his turn to cross the
street. I came limping along on my banged-up bicycle with
its ersatz tires on my way to college.
"Good morning, Your Majesty," I said, as I got off my
bike, and then I curtsied because that was something one did
then.
'Good morning, young lady," answered His Majesty,
and touched his hand to his garrison cap.
Life was still worth living.
When the Jewish persecution began in earnest
October 1, 1943, I was married and mother to a wonderful
boy, almost nine months old. We fled from Copenhagen
toward Stevns and left Denmark one dark, moonless night in
the bottom of a rented fishing cutter. Being a fugitive in one's
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native land without having done anything criminal is a bitter
feeling which sets down poisonous roots in one's soul and
never really gives it peace. All of my siblings and I lived the
last two years of the war in Sweden with our families. My
mother and father were caught in the net which the Germans
had set out. They were sent to Theresienstadt, where my
mother died of typhus and lack of medical care. My father
came to Sweden at the beginning of 1945 with Bernadotte' s
white buses.
In 1945, I married for the second time and in the
course of time became mother to two wonderful girls. With
peacein 1945 we had decided to stay in Sweden another few
years.It was as though we really didn't have the courage or
desireto return to the country from which we both had fled.
When we finally did return in 1949 we quickly discovered
that it was a mistake. The memories did not remain buried.
Instead they resurrected themselves and disturbed our daily
lives.We had to move on.
In 1954 we emigrated to Canada. We sailed on an old
ship,Stavangerfjord, which was on one of its last voyages
across the Atlantic. We sailed to New York, even though we
couldhave gotten off in Halifax. We wanted to see New
York.We wanted to feel its pulse. Our whole venture could
turn into a fiasco, but not completely if we had seen New
York.We were there for 10 days and took in its dust, noise
andspecial smell, its teeming masses, traffic and its reckless
lustfor life - we enjoyed every minute and agreed we never
wantedto live there. But we wanted to come back. We wantedto discover it again.
It was spring in New York. It was 60 degrees
ahrenheit. In Edmonton, out on the Canadian prairie, '
here,sore and out of sorts, we got off the train after riding
five days and nights, it was minus 18 F and dropping.
t were we doing here? The world is big. Wasn't there a
re attractive place to settle in? We looked in w9nder at
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each other and the snowdrifts and the frozen ground. It was
April. In a small country which we knew only too well the
forest floor was covered with anemones. Snowdrops and
bluebells and winter aconites colored the green lawns in
the rainbow's bold colors. And here we stood, shivering in
the cold.
I get that feeling in late March even to this day, over
forty years later, but it is coupled with the thought that we
can always travel over to where the anemones grow and the
air is warm and the sun shines and the small waves lap
peacefully up on the sandy shore. Canada's prairie is now
our homeland, and Edmonton, the city we come from and
return to gladly, thankful for its warmth and friendliness and
especially its boundless hospitality when we had nothing to
grab onto, no place to call ours. It took time and work, but it
was worth it. The time was well spent.
There was no real reason to fall in love with
Edmonton. Tourists from Canada and abroad politely and
without much conviction call it nice. Edmonton grew around
a fort which was supposed to defend and protect daring
adventurers and hard-working priests against Indians. The
only road to and from was the North Saskatchewan River,
and the city would never have developed into more than an
ordinary flat prairie town with a dull, uninspired mainstreet
- a couple of stores, three service stations and a beer parlor if the fates had not given it a push in the right direction. First
there was the Klondike gold fever, and those who wanted to
go overland to the Yukon left from Edmonton. Then after
WW II, it was discovered that Alberta lay on its own gold
mine, namely oil, and houses shot up like mushrooms, and
the number of inhabitants doubled several times over. When
we came in 1954 fewer than 250,00 people called Edmonton
home. Today there are closer to 900,000.
The oil capital, as Edmonton is called, is not greasy,
dirty or smelly. Its centre is filled with modern office com-
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plexes and residential highrises. Its suburban areas are
attractiveand neat with well kept, painted houses, green
Jawnsand playgrounds.
The climate is dry with short, heady summers and
coldwinters, when we keep warm indoors and bless the naturalgas which is so cheap that, without much pain to the
pocketbook, a house can be heated properly from basement
to attic. Edmonton's symbol is quite ·naturally an oil rig and
thecity spreads out on both sides of the river, but it definitely began on the north side. In 1912 the young city was given
a multi-purpose bridge from one bank to the other, the High
LevelBridge, which is still in use and was recently re-juvenated.
That morning in 1954 as we stood doubtful and stared
at Edmonton's grey silhouette we decided to give it the benefitof the doubt. Canada has more beautiful cities and bigger
onesand more continental. We prefer Edmonton. It has been
a good home for us and our girls. We put down roots here
whichbecame sound and strong.
First we needed a roof over our heads and preferably
abit of food on our table. We got a basement suite, where the
titchen was also our landlady's laundry room, and smelled
of bleach and detergent every Monday, when we ate cold
f.10<>0. My husband got a job fairly quickly. He was to sweep
floors for $1.25 per hour, but was fired after one week behind
· broom. He was a chemical engineer and evidently had
er learned to sweep floors, but he had earned a week's
ges. With that we bought a car, mostly on credit, so he
d get around to find other work. The car was 12 years old
cost $300 and worked fine, except when it stalled. It carus over the prairie to the Rocky Mountains and out to
lakes where we fished with bits of wiener tied to the end
a string. We bought a used tent without a floor and
ped everywhere and then some. We were young and
nt immigrants and wanted to discover Canada in our

-21-

own way, which we did. In 1956,with a bit later model car, we
drove ·out to Atlantic Canada and from there to the Pacific
through the northern States. We camped and the trip took six
weeks. We used $600 for food, shelter, gas and entertainment
for all four and we saw a lot of Canada and the Northern States.
By then we had moved into a modern apartment.
True, it was a little shy of furniture, but we had a bed each
and four chairs and a table. We had begun to conquer
Canada and Canada had begun to conquer us .
We discovered very quickly that we were expected to
become members of the country's enormous volunteer workforce, which storms around collecting money and then helps
to use it for necessary and worthwhile causes. Shortly after
our children began to go to school a very friendly lady telephoned and said she was glad I was going to collect money
for the Heart Fund. I didn't know I had volunteered, but
our younger girl had taken care of that, at the same time as
our older girl had said that I would sell raffle tickets for
a hospital, make two pound cakes for the annual school tea
and drive children to a team competition the following
Saturday. They had also volunteered their father to look after
the skating rink.
My adventures as a fundraiser were many. The cakes
I have baked for schools, scouts, the church, the handicapped, theatre, opera, hospitals, tennis clubs, keep fit and
volleyball could fill several floors in the Hermitage. I have
dragged myself around the streets in all kinds of weather for
the cancer fund, kidney disease, heart disease, the Salvation
Army, schools for the mentally retarded, schools for the gifted and schools for the normal. I have knocked on doors and
rung doorbells which didn't work and fallen up and down
hundreds of stairs. Just like many others, so it is hardly worth
mentioning. All these volunteer hands are Canada's strength.
When Ansgar Lutheran Church, the Danish church in
Edmonton, needed money to send less fortunate immigrant

-22-

children to summer camp, we made hundreds of <:Ebleskiver.
Thewhole district stank of scorched fat. We fried them in the
church basement and in the minister's kitchen and in his
waiting room. We didn't fry them in the church vestry, but
even there the smell of those good <:Ebleskiverlay thick and
heavy for several days after they had been eaten. I have been
on committees which organized balls, fashion shows,
bazaars and auctions to earn money for museums, excursions for the elderly and further education for artistic youth.
As the years went by I was president of the local Home and
SchoolAssociation and member of the provincial executive,
captainof a company of 70 Girl Guides, president of the
Opera Guild, the Citadel Theatre Houselighters, the Glenrose
HospitalAuxiliary, and now Seniors Caring About Seniors,
an innovative community project where able-bodied seniors
look after their peers. I am still on the go.
In between we taught our children Danish, worked
andearned a bit of money. My husband became head of the
Engineering Division of the Research Council of Alberta,
wherehe worked for 35 years. I worked at my typewriter
which now and again was traded in for a more current
model.
My first book, Hallo Canada, came out in 1978, My
lasthas still to be written. Short stories and articles traveled
airmailover the Atlantic so that Danish readers could read
about Canada and themselves. A series of articles was
publishedin Alt for Damerne (Everything for Ladies) based
on interviews with Danish immigrants from our trip across
Canadain 1956. A weekly column from 1964 to 1967 ran in
the daily paper Berlingske Tidende for a page entitled
Luftposten (Airmail). For Bagsiden (The Back Page) in
Jyllandsposten I wrote many columns. About 100 short
stories per year were published in Hus og Hjem, Alt for
Dameme, S0ndags BT, Hjemmet and Femina some under the
pseudonyms Rose Hartwig and Louise Simonsen. Year after
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year there were Christmas stories in Julelampens Skaer, an
annual Christmas anthology. July was usually dedicated to
writing these Christmas stories, preferably when it was 90
degrees. It had a wonderful cooling effect.
In 1988 I decided to write about my childhood - to
relive those years and share them with others. I remembered
those good times as a release from the many hours I spent at
the hospital with my husband who underwent a serious
operation that year. Perhaps my recollections would amuse
others, and in any case I thought that something should be
written about the twenties and thirties, the period between
the wars. The war changed so much, as wars always do.
In 1989, my childhood reminiscences were published
as Midt mellem le og graede (Between Tears and Laughter)
by Gyldendal. Glemmebogen (Oblivion Book), its sequel,
came out in 1991 from the same publisher.
I felt that the Second World War and the German occupation of Denmark left many scars and wounds. This was
something a younger generation should understand, and in
1993, I wrote Dilemma which was published that year by
Chris. Erichsens. Dilemma is a novel about Fiona, a waitress
who comes from one of Copenhagen's poor districts. She
takes in a little jewish girl, mostly for money, and passes her
off as her niece. The deal was for Fiona to keep the little girl
until passage could be found for her to Sweden. Three years
go by and it is now 1943. October 1 arrives and with it the
razzia of the Jews. Fiona has to decide what she is going to
do. Should she leave the little girl to her own fate or try to
save her?
Dilema is the first of my books to be translated into
English, and was published under the same title in 1995 by
Oberon Press in Ottawa. Since then it has won the 1996
Canadian Jewish Book Award for Fiction, as well as the John
Glassco Prize for literary translation awarded by the Literary
Translators Association of Canada. We've kept the prize
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moneyin the family since it was translated by my younger
daughter,Bodil, who now lives in Montreal with her family.
Huset i Canada (The House in Canada) was published
in 1994.It is a novel about an old house in Edmonton in
hichseveral immigrants from different countries live. They
aharenothing except the bathroom until beset by a common
problem.This book, like my other books, is both serious and
)lumorous,and delves deep into the character of those who

jeople it.
Hallo Canada was reprinted in Danish in the spring of
996,and my daughter Bodil is currently translating it into
glish.Publication is set for 1997. This is a humorous look
our first years in Canada, with its joys, sorrows and all the
lf:
~, .,.,ulationsof recent immigrants.
I write in Danish, rarely in English. When we came to
da, I already had an established career and market as a
·ter. It was easy and inexpensive to maintain those conduring our first years in Canada, and the money was
t welcome. I remember receiving a small check of $15 for
ort story I had written those first years. It was just a few
ys before Christmas and I hurried down to the bank and
to the stores to buy all those things which changed our
· tmas from a mediocre dinner into a real celebration.
As the years went by, it remained so much easier and
ter to express myself in Danish, the language I had
died and breathed in from my well-spoken elders. My
r flourished, and I was published in almost every newsper and magazine in Denmark, writing 100 short stories a
, and at least as many articles. In Canada, my life as a
ter was virtually unknown. As a writer, I only had a need
express myself, and once that was done, it didn't really
tter what language I used. With established outlets in
ark, it seemed pointless to use time and energy creating
arket on this side of the Atlantic. Now, however, with the
ess of the translated Dilemma and the growth of an

-25-

English readership, I plan to write a sequel to Hallo Canada,
about our subsequent thirty-five years in Canada, entitled
Only in Canada. This book I am going to write simultaneously in Danish and English.
So the years passed. The girls went to university,
earned three degrees each, married and moved away from
home, not quite in that order, just as their children are in the
process of doing now. We went abroad with Canadian
Executive Services Overseas (CESO) to Nicaragua and
Thailand where my husband worked on aid projects. I was
reunited with my son, the girls with their brother. One day in
1989 I was alone, and life was difficult to cope with. My husband and I were so used to being two, supporting, talking to
and understanding each other. The most important cornerstone of a marriage is loyalty and we had that and more. We
had it all.
Life carries on, and those who get the chance to mo
and have the time to mourn can build on, if more slowly an
with more difficulty. There is a lot that still has to be don
much that has to be written, and my time is certainly limit
There are moments when I stand in deep gratitude for every
thing I have been permitted to do. There were sorrows an
joys, tears and happy laughter. Such is life. And it is wo
living.
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A Grundtvig in America
by THORVALD HANSEN

Frederik Lange Grundtvig was the third son of Nikolai
Frederik Severin Grundtvig. He came to America in 1881 at
the age of 27, spent less that 19 of his 49 years here, served in
only one pastorate and yet became one of the most controversial figures among the Danish immigrants. Grundtvig
came to America a budding young scientist; he left as an
accomplished clergyman. He wrote numerous articles,
pamphlets and books, all which are buried in the Danish
language, but none of which have real significance for this
day. Beyond the Danish community his name is little known
today, yet he left behind .a legacy of both controversy and
appreciation. The controversy eventually issued in a hopelessly divided Danish Lutheran Church among the immigrants. The appreciation lives on in a songbook, still in use in
some quarters.
Family Background

The family background of Frederik Lange Grundtvig
is complex but it is significant. His father was a clergyman
whose theological thinking has shaken and to a large extent
pervaded the Danish Church. He was a hymnologist who
wrote hundreds of hymns and an historian who thoroughly
explored the field of Nordic Mythology. Additionally, his
educational views have laid the foundation for the folk
school movement in Denmark. Finally, as politician, he had
been a member of the Danish parliament when the foundations of Danish democracy were laid. Indeed so all inclusive
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was his influence that it has been said that in Denmark today
most people are Grundtvigians whether they know it or not.
In 1818 the elder Grundtvig was married to Lisa
Blicher and with her he had three children, two sons, Johan
and Svend, and a daughter, Meta. In January of 1851, Lisa
died and in the fall of that year N. F. S. Grundtvig married
Marie Toft, a 38 year old widow. She had a daughter,Haralda,
by her first husband who had been the owner of a large estate
near Nestved, in Zealand. Some three years later, on May 15,
1854, Frederik Lange was born. Less that two months later,
on July 9, Marie Toft Grundtvig died. The father, who was
seventy years of age, was now left with an infant son. The
everyday needs of the child were met by a woman who had
previously served Marie at the Toft estate. By the time
Frederik Lange was born, his half brothers had grown to
adulthood. Johan became an historian and Svend became a
Scandinavian philologist. The daughter, Meta, was married
to a man named Boisen.
Childhood
Frederik Lange and his father were very close, undoubtedly
because the elder Grundtvig sought comfort in his little son
for the love he had lost in the death of the child's mother. On
more than one occasion his father addressed a poem to the
child on his birthday. The one written for his third birthday
begins by referring to the child as his father's support, taking
the place of his mother. His father spent a great deal of time
with him. On the occasion of the Nordic Church Festival in
1857 a prominent Norwegian pastor was staying at the
Grundtvig home. His father, the Norwegian guest, and little
Frederik spent some time rolling small balls across the floor
to each other. Johan and Svend, his half brothers, maintained
that little Frederik was given much more freedom than they
had known at his age. Though there had been tension in the
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relationship between the older Grundtvig and his sons
before and during the period of his second marriage,
Grundtvig was pleased to note that Johan and Svend referred
to Frederik as "our little brother."
The family moved frequently during those years, one
reason being that more space was needed for Grundtvig's
immense collection of books, but this did not alter the relationship between father and son. Frederik continued to have
a little table and a footstool in his father's study.
On April 16, 1858, N. F.. S. Grundtvig was married for
the third time. This time to Asta Reedtz, a 32 year old widow.
She brought four children by her late husband into the
Grundtvig household. In 1859 the elder Grundtvig acquired
a country house which they called "'happy home," and they
continued to live here for a number of years. Meanwhile, in
1860when Grundtvig was 77 years old his final child, Asta
was born. Thus Frederik Lange gained another half-sister, in
.additionto the four brought into the home by his step-mother.Frederik was pleased with his new little sister. At first it
did not go too well with all the new children in the house,
especially when one of the little girls was given Frederik's
favorite doll, which had been a gift from the queen mother.
However, the children soon became well acquainted and
played happily together.
As a child, Frederik Lange never attended a school.
During his earliest years he was under the care of a governess
andlater there were private tutors which was generally the
caseamong those who were professional people. By 1860,
thesix year old Frederik was already doing some reading
andwriting.
At an early age he was introduced to Norse mythology
d biblical songs written by his father. His first organized
truction came from a tutor he had in the three years
eding his father's illness in 1867.Grundtvig himself does
t seem to have contributed much to the education of his
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son. Indeed, Frederik's older brothers were concerned about
their little brother's schooling. This was especially true
because Frederik was given a great deal of freedom, the
downside of which was that there would be much that
would have to be learned later.
By the age of 12 Frederik was learning to ride and his
cousin was so impressed by his progress that she sent him a
riding whip for his birthday. He had grown into a vigorous
and energetic boy who was as capable in winter as summer
sports. "He was far from being a stay-at-home, though it
appeared quite early that he would follow in the footsteps of
his father and big-brother Svend, when he began to be active
in literary activities." 1 This activity revealed that he was
developing early as a poet, and as a student of nature. At the
age of 15 he and some friends began to publish a weekly
newsletter based on the study of birds. This gave Frederik
some interest in book publishing. The annual great mass
meetings in which his father was involved gave him an interest in the power of song and fellowship.
Meanwhile, early in 1867 his father suffered a severe
mental illness and it was late in the fall before he again
preached. The father's illness became the occasion for another
move. The mother finding it painful to continue "happy
home" with its memories of the father's illness, purchased a
large home in Copenhagen, to which they moved. It had a
garden cottage in which Frederik's tutor lived. Frederik
never developed a close relationship with the young theologian who was his tutor, but in spite of this he did gain a good
grounding in classical languages.
A long vacation trip in 1871, under the leadership of
C. F. Tietgen, a wealthy businessman who was also a
counselor to the state, and into whose home he often came,
brought Frederik into contact with many parts of Denmark.
He wrote in verse of the trip and he also began to give talks
at birthday parties.
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Most of the summer of 1872 he spent at home where
he was accustomed to read for his father, often for many
hours. He was present in Vartov for what was to be the last
service conducted by the elder Grundtvig. On Monday
morning the father conducted devotions at home as usual.
Bythree o'clock the father did not feel well and suggested his
son spend some time in the garden while his father rested. A
half hour later, when the elder Grundtvig's wife returned he
was unconscious and a doctor was called. Frederik then
called upon his tutor and in a voice strong with emotion,
asked him to come to the house because "I believe my father
is dead." 2
The young Frederik was among those who bore his
father's coffin to its final resting place on September 11. The
internment was preceded by a service in Our Savior's
Church in Copenhagen which was attended by well over
2,000 people. Nearly one-fourth of the pastors in Denmark
were present. Frederik was so moved that he could not
participate in the singing until the last hymn.
The loss of his father was a major division point in the
young man's life. He was always sure that his father needed
him and this had given him a duty and a responsibility, both
as reader for his father and a helper in his study. The elder
Grundtvig had always been there for him, had shared his
interests and his outlook on life with him to the extent that
the bond between father and son was very strong. Frederik
Lange Grundtvig later told his daughter of the forsaken
feeling and of the loneliness that came over him after his
father's death.
The Young Adult

Shortly after his father's death a division in
Grundtvigianism began to manifest itself. Broadly speaking
it was a difference between the liberal, or left wing position
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and a conservative or right wing interpretation. Generally
the liberal view de-emphasized, but did not ignore, the
religious position while putting great emphasis on the social
views. It also, out of fear of Russia, stressed accommodation
with Germany and a lessening of the national defense
budget. The conservatives were opposed to these things and
saw them as a corruption of Grundtvigianism. Generally, the
division was between the younger and the older followers of
Grundtvig, though this must not be taken too literally since
each group was replete with exceptions.
Into this di~ision stepped Frederik Lang Grundtvig.
In a rhymed epistle which made its public appearance on
January 2, 1875, when he was 20 years old, Grundtvig
attacked the leftist position. He absorbed the views of his
father's older followers and cast his lot with them. The result
was as might be expected; the conservative papers supported
his views while the more radical ones were more amused
than tending to lend credence to them. One paper commented that N.F.S. Grundtvig's older sons, Johan & Sven had not
become involved in the dispute and there was no reason to
assume that the younger son was more understanding of
his father.
The struggle continued for many years, but aside from
some replies to his most severe critics, Frederik Lange did
not become further involved. By June of 1876 he was ready to
take the examination which was required of students who
desired to enter the university. The written examination did
not go very well and when he was about to take the oral
examination he became ill and fainted. His brother Svend
talked with the professor and another day was set for the
test. The final result was that Frederik barely passed the
test. He attained only 47 points. 42 was needed to pass. At
this time he was living at the home of his brother Svend
whose wife was bedridden with an infection of the spinal
cord.
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In August of that year Frederik Lange Grundtvig
became secretly engaged to Christina Birgitta Nilsson. They
had met at a country estate, Tyllinge, in southern Sweden
wherehe spent a part of the summer of 1876. The engagement
was publicly announced in March of 1877. Christina had
come to an offshoot of the folk school which was conducted
at the Tyllinge estate. She was six years older than he and a
res~dent of Sweden, though she often visited Copenhagen.
Grundtvig liked to visit in Sweden and for a time he and
Christina had given serious thought to purchasing an estate
mSweden, but they had to give it up when they were unable
toraise enough funds to meet the purchase price.
Meanwhile, Grundtvig enrolled in the University in
the fall of 1876. Though his previous studies had involved
mathematics and nature studies, he chose to enroll as a
student in political science. His career as a student was
checkered.He did not always take his studies seriously and
msbrother Svend's wife, Laura, was one of those who was
ntost concerned with his student pranks and with the neglect
f his studies. However, in January of 1881 he did pass his
txaminations and was awarded a degree in political science.
At this point however, he had no definite plans for the
ture.For a brief time he was intensely interested in obtaining
seat in the Danish parliament. Later he had dismissed this
ea, perhaps because Christina was opposed to it.
On August 10, 1881 Frederik Lange Grundtvig and
· tina were united in marriage by his father's friend,
er R0dam in the church at Lyngby, near Copenhagen.
y his stepmother, Asta Grundtvig and one other person
e present. Following a dinner with Asta Grundtvig, the
ple visited his brothers Johan and Svend. During the
llowing days he wrote to his brothers that he and his bride
ere sailing for America. The previous autumn he had
ken of plans to go to Tahiti. Whether they still intended to
to Tahiti via America is not clear, but what is clear is that
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they never got there. After they had said their goodbyes to
relatives, they sailed on the Thingvalla for America on August
14, 1881.
In the Wisconsin Woods

On August 30 of that year the steamer Thingvalla
arrived at the port of New York. The couple spent some time
sightseeing there before proceeding westward. They traveled
by way of Niagara Falls and then on to Chicago and
Milwaukee. Making this their headquarters, they made side
trips to Green Bay, and the Danish colonies at Hartland and
New Denmark. In both of these places they were disappointed in what they saw of congregational life.
Though the couple found pleasure in the trip they
were really looking for a place to settle. The area appealed t
them. There were ample places to settle and the area was ri
in birdlife. In October an opportunity presented itself t
obtain a property at a very reasonable cost. It was locat
between the Wolf and the Shioc Rivers, some 95 miles no
and west of Milwaukee. The 70 acre plot included a tw
story house, a barn and other outbuildings. The ten roo
house had long stood empty because it was believed to
haunted by the ghost of a murder victim. It had once been
hotel for lumberjacks. It was painted in red and white stri
and by people in the area was referred to as the strip
house." Grundtvig had been quite pleased with the deal, b
before long he realized that if the rivers should rise slightl
they would be surrounded by water. Christina was 1
enthusiastic. She was troubled by living in the woods, es
cially after bears killed a couple of a neighbor's cattle a
because she believed that poisonous snakes lurked in t
grass. On several occasions they were visited by Indians.
One may wonder why and how this young coupl
accustomed to Copenhagen society, could fit into that ·
0

-34-

Why did he choose to settle in the isolation of the Wisconsin
woods? He did love nature and he did study birds during
this time. He also wrote a learned paper which was published
in Denmark and later translated as, "The Birds of Shoicton in
Bovina, Outagamie County, Wisconsin, 1881-1883." The
translation may still be found in the library of the University
of Wisconsin at Madison. Among other activities Grundtvig
busied himself with learning the English language. In this he
was fortunate in that a nearby teacher, who wanted to learn
Danish, so he could read N. F. S. Grundtvig, gave his services
in exchange for Frederik Lange Grundtvig's help with
Danish. There were other reasons for settling there, however.
Frederik wanted to come to grips with life, he sought to:
"...pick up the pieces and become a man who really knows
what it is he wants to do, and has the weapons that are fit for
the strife." 3 He wanted to live removed from society and be
alone with his wife for a time.
Shortly after the Grundtvigs settled in their new
home, the Danish congregation at Neenah, Wisconsin called
Thorvald Helveg to be its pastor. Neenah was at the north
end of Lake Winnebago and not far from where the
Grundtvigs had settled. Helveg, who was a year younger,
and who had come the same year as Grundtvig, was the son
of the learned pastor Hans Helveg. He was university
trained and had been ordained in Denmark. The two were
not long in discovering each other and soon became fast
friends. Through his association with Helveg Grundtvig
began to think in terms of entering the service of the church.
The Christmas service at Neenah in 1882 made a deep
impression on him; so much so that a few days later he wrote
to his brother Svend that he was on the verge of offering his
services to the Danish Lutheran Church in America.
Svend and his wife, Laura, were greatly surprised by
this news, especially since that very fall Frederik had written
about returning to Denmark after one more winter in
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Wisconsin. Svend replied that while he would not like to see
Frederik rush into such a move, it would surely have pleased
their father to have his son enter the service of the church.
Meanwhile, Frederik felt himself to be happier than he
had been for a long time. For his wife it was another matter,
a matter that cost many tears. She had a hard time accepting
the fact that their future lay in America. Nevertheless plans
proceeded. Pastor A. S. Nielsen, who at that time was president of the Danish Church, was contacted and he heartily
endorsed the candidacy of Frederik. He even suggested a
vacant congregation in the vicinity of Chicago that
Grundtvig could serve while studying for the required examination. However, this came to naught because Grundtvig
preferred to study at home under the direction of Helveg.
Nielsen believed that in Grundtvig' s case an examination
really was not needed, but Frederik did not wish special
favors.
The spring and summer of 1883 was spent in preparation. That summer also the couple's first and only child was
born on July first. She was baptized Marie Margarethe
Grundtvig by Pastor Helveg. She was named Marie as a
tribute to his mother who had died shortly after his birth.
Grundtvig did have some second thoughts and some doubts
that summer and he wrote of these to his brother. However,
Svend never saw that letter because he died very suddenly
on July 14. This news came as a real blow to Frederik. He
knew very well that Svend had been critical of his actions,
but he was also aware that Svend had meant the best for him.
In fact in one of his last letters Svend had wished for happiness and God's blessing of his "precious brother" in his
new calling.
In August, Grundtvig expressed to A. S. Nielsen his
readiness to accept a call. Later that month he was invited to
give a trial sermon and lecture to the Clinton, Iowa congregation. During the sermon he began to feel that he was ele-
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vating himself to a position of prominence and importance
and when he left he informed the congregation that he could
not accept a call. Though the congregation wondered about
this they called him anyway. They called him to preach on
three Sundays of the month for an annual salary of $350. On
the other Sunday he was to be free to travel to other congregations and serve there. Encouraged by Nielsen and Helveg
Grundtvig did accept the call. He pass ·ed the necessary examination and was ordained by Nielsen at the convention of the
Danish Church in Trinity Church in Chicago on September
23, 1883. He became the 34th pastor on the roll of the Danish
Lutheran Church in America.
Thus after living in the woods for almost two years he
gave up a life of freedom and with his wife and infant child
he moved into the parsonage at Clinton. He was to remain
there for 17 years and it was to be the only congregation at
which he was ever the resident pastor. The striped house and
the property in Wisconsin presumably were sold.

Grundtvig and Clinton
In 1883 the hundredth anniversary of the birth of his
illustrious father the 29 year old, now Reverend Frederik
Lange Grundtvig, assumed the pastorate of the congregation
at Clinton Iowa. The pay was slight, but in spite of this,
Grundtvig did not accept perquisites. He had chosen to enter
the ministry, a choice he never regretted. He became a
committed pastor and a faithful servant of the word and of
his congregation. At that time St. John's congregation (after
1950 called St. Stephen's) numbered some 150 families. The
frame church building was located at the corner of North
Fourth and Elm Streets .. The parsonage, a brick structure was
located beside it on North Fourth Street. A lawn and garden
lay between the church and the parsonage.
Clinton lay on the west side of the Mississippi River
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and in 1883 had a popul~tion of some 16,000 inhabitants. It
was a steadily growing community and by 1900 its population totaled 30,000. The principal occupation at that time was
lumbering and there were a number of sawmills in the city.
One of these employed upwards of 1000 men, many of
whom were Danes. The city had three railroads and though
th_erewere still many trees it lay in the midst of fertile farmland. In addition to the Americans who lived there, Irish and
Germans were the most predominant among the immigrants. However, there was a comparatively large contingent
of Danish settlers, most of whom had come from southern
Jutland. The church was not the only Danish organization in
Clinton. There was a lodge of the Danish Brotherhood and a
Dania Society, the latter having a hall.
The congregation at Clinton was not strongly
Grundtvigian, but the members thought highly of their new
pastor. The services were well attended and those among the
Danish immigrants who were religiously inclined sought
Grundtvigs church. Things must have gone well from the
beginning because the very next year after Grundtvigs
arrival it was voted to enlarge the church and to raise it, making room underneath for a Danish school and a teacher's residence. The ladies aid gave some funds for this purpose The
work was finished in time for the convention of the Danish
Lutheran Church in America to meet there in June of that
year. As further evidence that things were going well and
that the Grundtvigs were appreciated is the fact that
improvements were made in the parsonage and a surprise
party held for the pastor and his family in November of that
year.
There were several active and gifted men in Clinton
with whom Grundtvig often met. There was J. S. Faaborg,
who had been educated as a teacher, but had turned to business. F. P. J. Lund, like Grundtvig himself, had an interest in
folk tales. J.C. Evers was a builder and it was he who later
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headed up the settlement at Danevang Texas. Soren M0ller
was a farmer and frequently church picnics were held at
''M0llers Bluff." Emil Ferdinand Madsen had come from
Denmark by way of West Denmark, where he had been a folk
school teacher. He had also taught at Ashland Folk School in
Michigan and at Elk Horn in Iowa. At Clinton he served in
theDanish school for a time, but later he turned his attention
to truck gardening. Still later he was instrumental in establishing the Danish colony at Dagmar, Montana. Lars
Rasmussen, who lived nearby, spent many hours telling
Grundtvig of his memories of life in Denmark. These later
became the basis for Livet i Klokkergaarden (Life on the
Bellringer's Farm), a volume written by Grundtvig. Marie
Hovgaard, who also taught in the church school, was often a
guest of the Grundtvigs. Still another was the wood carver
and artist Jes Smidt, who later moved to West Denmark.
After 1894 the bacteriologist, Jens Christian Bay, who later
became the head librarian at the John Crerar Library, a scientific institution, in Chicago, was a frequent visitor to the
Grundtvig home in Clinton.
Often the study at Clinton resembled the proverbial
smoke filled room as Grundtvig and some of his friends met
and discussed both serious and light-hearted subjects. On
such occasions Frederik Lange Grundtvig often had a twinkle in his eye as he told stories, one after another, and his listeners laughed. Henning Hoirup says of him that Grundtvig
was "...a lovable, social person with a cheerful mood, a bubbling wit and with a great sense of humor." 4 One day, in a discussion with Marie Hovgaard, she expressed her distaste for
the Mormon attitude toward polygamy. With a smile,
Grundtvig replied that he could imagine situations in
which polygamy could be an advantage. Marie Hovgaard
was incensed and, in her anger, stalked from the house, followed by Grundtvig's laughter.
Christina Grundtvig had a salutary influence on her
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husband. He has said that it was she who required a significant and noble work of him. She had a calming effect on him
and in some cases prevented his making rash statements.
Peder Kjolhede has said that in her presence one became a
better person. Both Grundtvig and his wife saw America as a
meeting place for peoples of all nations (FolkestcrvnetsLand).
America was a land to which they might come to establish a
new fellowship in a common work, supported by a continued development of their heritage. In 1898 he wrote in
Dannevirke: "There is an American nation, but not an
American people because a people has not only a common
language, but also has common experiences." 5
There was no active opposition to Grundtvig in
Clinton, though he did meet trouble from such groups as the
Baptists and Adventists who were active among the Danes.
He was bitterly opposed to secret societies and did write a
small volume directed at them and called Jesu Kristi Kirke og
de Hemmlige Foreninger (The Church of Jesus Christ and the
Secret Societes). While he wrote about secret societies in general and was familiar with the case of William Morgan,
whose disappearance was blamed on the Masonic society, he
was especially concerned with the Danish Brotherhood. He
opposed secret societies, not because of their penchant for
levity, but because of their pseudo-religious nature. Such
lodges had a chaplain and ritual and this was anathema to
him. Members of the lodge in Clinton were excluq.ed from
membership in the congregation by a provision in the
church constitution.
It was his concern with the Brotherhood which first
brought Grundtvig to the fore in the Danish Church. In 1885,
largely under his leadership, a Danish colony was established
at Tyler, Minnesota. Grundtvig had been actively involved in
this and was present there when a constitution for the new
congregation was promulgated. He succeeded in having a
provision added to that constitution which barred Brotherhood
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embers from joining the congregation. This evoked considerble discussion,many feeling that this was unfair and would
end to split families. The result was that within a very short
· e that paragraph was deleted from the constitution.
There was a tolerance on Grundtvig's part, however,
or Lutherans who did not see eye to eye. When he sought a
ubstitute in 1890 so that he and his family might take a trip
o Denmark, he was warned that the substitute was more
ietistic than he. Grundtvig replied that it did not matter and
· fact a pietistic substitute might appeal to some whom
rundtvig had not been able to reach.
As a pastor he was often able to settle difficulties in a
pleasant way. On one occasion in Savana, Illinois there was to
bea wedding after the church service. Grundtvig discovered
thatthere had been a failure to procure the necessary wedding
license.He knew that on the one hand there was a stiff fine
formarrying couples without a license, but, on the other
hand, all the preparations had been made and the guests
werepresent. He called the couple aside and told them what
hewould do. He would go through the entire ritual except
that he would not pronounce them man and wife. Then, the
nextday, they could get the license bring the witnesses and
comeback to him. He would then pronounce them man and
wife.Few people noticed tha,t a vital part of the ritual had
beenomitted.
He could be practical, in more mundane ways. Emil
Ferdinand Madsen collected,among other things, bird eggs.
Hetells of a walk along the river with Grundtvig when they
spotted a hollow tree in which they believed there was
almostcertainly an owl's nest. Neither could reach the lowest
branches however. Grundtvig suggested he would squat
whileMadsen stood on his shoulders. Then he would rise to
thepoint where Madsen could reach the lowest branch. In
spite of Madsen's protests, they did so. Just then an owl
emergedand flew away and the men got their eggs.
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F. L. Grundtvig regularly served the annexes of the

Clinton congregation. He traveled to Sabula and Maquoeta
in Iowa and Savanna in Illinois, as outlined in his call. But
these were hardly the only congregations he visited. He was
widely in demand as a preacher and lecturer. He visited various congregations, among them Tyler and Dannevang. He
was in attendance at the conventions of the church and often
spoke there. He was by no means holed up in Clinton and far
removed from the activities and the frictions within the
Church. Travel generally was by way of coach on the railroad. Passenger service was provided at that time to most
small towns. Members of the clergy could travel at a considerable discount by purchasing a book of clergy certificates
each year. When further transportation was needed to reach
a congregation, horse and wagon served well.
There were decided differences in the religious
outlook of the Danes who founded the Danish Lutheran
Church in America in 1872. Some were disciples of the Inner
Mission group in Denmark which was headed by Vilhelm
Beck. A few were avowed followers of Grundtvig' s father
and, among other things, placed the greatest value on the
confession of faith. Indeed, there were many who subscibed
to this view without declaring themselves to be outright
Grundtvigians. For the first few years of its existence this
diverse group functioned well as the Danish Church. Then,
in 1884, a group of more pious Danes split off peaceably from
the Norwegian-Danish Conference and formed the Danish
Lutheran Church Society. The existence of this group, coupled with constant criticism from the Norwegians, made for
friction within the Danish Church. It was into this situation
that Frederik Lange Grundtvig moved when he became the
pastor at Clinton. His words were soon felt far beyond his
own congregation and its annexes. He became one of the
leading polemici~ts and was extremely active in behalf of
what came to be looked upon as the Grundtvgian faction.
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The Danish People's Society

Reference has already been made to F. L. Grundtvig's
attitude toward secret societies in general and the Danish
Brotherhood in particular. Yet, despite this, Grundtvig felt
that Danish values must be preserved. As he wrote in
Dannevirkein 1898, "The Danish people will be failing their
Godgiven calling if they here in America renounce themselves and their own, they shall teach the people to look
positively on the relationship between the human and the
religious." Grundtvig had long viewed the creation of the
DetDanskeFolkesamfund(The Danish People's Society) as an
agent of the purely human or secular which would work
hand in hand with the Christian church.
The Danish People's Society was born in Clinton,
Iowa during the spring of 1887. An article in Dannevirkethat
month announced the formation of the Society and invited
interested parties to become members and establish local
organizations. The article was signed by 37 like-minded
people, both laymen and pastors and including one woman.
The announcement of the founding of the Society went on:
"It is our firm conviction that in reality we will

be the best American citizens as we continue to be
Danish. We will preserveour mother tongue as the
languageof the heart, but will not forget to make an
effort to master as perfectlyas possiblethat language
through which we can meet with other people."7
The purpose of the Society was not to be confined to
the preservation of the Danish language, however. There
were to be folk meetings, the creation and support of Danish
schools, the establishment of a library of Danish books,
arranging of homes for youth, and the creation of fraternal
aid,as well as the founding of Danish colonies.
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The Society, of which F . L. Grundtvig was the president, grew rapidly . By July of that year, less than three
months after the announcement, there were 26 local groups
with a total membership of 370. Then, on July 13, 1887, an
article critical of Grundtvig and the new society appeared in
Dannevirke. The author, Pastor A. J. Soholm, of Waupaca,
Wisconsin said that it was strange that Grundtvig, an
avowed critic of secrecy, should himself employ secrecy. He
accused Grundtvig of writing, in the interest of establishing
a local branch of the Society, to one of his members without
his knowledge. It was his position that all appeals in behalf
of the Society should go through the local pastor or local
church board. He further indicated that he believed the
Danish People's Society sought to take over the work of the
Church. A private letter to Soholm from Grundtvig had no
effect in softening his position.
Soholm' s article quickly set off a firestorm in the
Church. At the August convention of that body in Racine, the
Society quickly became a bone of contention. What has been
referred to as "The Battle at Racine" lasted for two days.
Many spoke for or against the Society and finally a vote was
taken as to whether or not the Society should be dissolved.
Only five voted to discontinue the Society while 225 voted to
continue. The meeting and the often heated discussion did
cause some of the pastors who had previously joined to withdraw from the new group.
The founding of the Danish People 's Society gave
Grundtvig a good deal of additional unpaid work. There was
a constant stream of correspondence with those who had
established or sought to establish local organizations. He also
wrote numerous articles for the Danish papers, particularly
Dannevirke.Indeed that paper, edited by Martin Holst, one of
those who signed the original notice of the founding, and
vice-president of the Society, became the unofficial organ of
the group. Holst was a close friend of F. L. Grundtvig and
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dedicated to the preservation of the language and heritage of
the Danes.
In October of 1887 the first local society was formed in
Copenhagen. F. L. Grundtvig hoped that the news of the
founding of such groups in Denmark might serve as a lighting rod to further storms in America. The organization in
Denmark had the purpose of:
Spreading knowledge of the circumstances in America
and of the work that is being done in the Danish Church and
school to preserve the mother tongue and the Christian faith
in the coming generation and also, as far as possible, guide
emigrants so they might find the best working conditions
and those places in the cities and the country where there are
Danish congregations. 8
Before many months had passed the Danish People's
Society had 12 local branches with a total of 261 members.
In addition there were some individual memberships. By
April of 1889, the group in Denmark had its own paper,
Korsog Stjerne (Cross and Stars).
In June of 1889 Grundtvig and his family traveled to
Denmark. The congregation at Clinton gave permission for
the extended tour and a young pastor, M. C. Jensen was hired
to fill the temporary vacancy. Because the church was to be
remodeled during this period, services were held in a
German church. Among other things, St. John's Church was
to get a new pulpit, with carvings by Jes Smidt. The trip to
Denmark and Sweden was to be a vacation trip for the
Grundtvigs, but it got to be more than that. In Denmark he
soon was in great demand as a lecturer who was able tell of
the work of the Danish Church in America. During two
months in the fall he appeared in 34 places, but had to turn
down another 31 invitations. A significant aim for Grundtvig
was to tell of the goals and the work of the Danish People's
Society.This had the effect of strengthening and enlarging
theSociety in Denmark. By the time he and his family sailed
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for home, the Danish People's Society had more than 4,000
members and many new local groups in Denmark. This, incidentally, was a far greater number than the Society had, or
ever attained, in the United States.During the stormy voyage
home on the steamship, Hekla, he became acquainted with a
young Icelandic physician, Christian Johsson, whom he was
instrumental in establishing in practice in Clinton where the
doctor came to be highly regarded.
The Society in America never reached the membership total or the continuity of its counterpart, the Danish
Brotherhood in America. It was finally dissolved in 1964 by a
vote of the then less than a dozen members. The steady
decrease in the number of immigrants and a decline in interest
in the Danish language and background on the part of the
children and grandchildren of the immigrants was a factor in
the death of the Danish People's Society. Nevertheless,
during the heyday of its existence, the Danish People's
Society did make significant .moves toward the realization of
some of its goals.
One of those goals had been the creation of a large
library of Danish books of various kinds. It did in fact establish such a library, numbering some 3,000 books. In 1898 it
was reported that these had been placed on loan to Grand
View College for an indefinite period. Another of its goals
was a founding of homes for Danish youth in some of the
larger cities. Homes were begun under the auspices of the
Society in Clinton and Chicago. While the Society was not
directly responsible for such, a number of similar homes
were established by the youth of local churches. Thus there
were such homes in Minneapolis, Des Moines and Omaha,
among other places. Another objective had been the planting
of colonies where Danish speaking people could live and
work among their countrymen. The Society was able to
establish such colonies at Dannevang, in Texas, at Askov, in
Minnesota, at Dagmar, in Montana, and at Dalum, in Alberta,
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Canada. There was also considerable pressure to get the
Danish People's Society involved in founding a colony at
Cape Scott, on Vancouver Island, in -British Columbia.
However, this came at a time when much effort and
resources were being directed at the Dannevang project, so
nothing came of it.
Perhaps the most widespread success of the group
came with the publication in 1888 of the songbook, Sangbog
for det DanskeFolk i Amerika (Songbook for the Danish People
in America). The book was edited by F. L. Grundtvig and
contained 353 songs. A second edition, published in 1892,
numbered 595 songs. Of the songs in the earlier edition,
Grundtvig had written 12. He had altered some of the others
by eliminating references that could be sung and understood
only by those who lived in Denmark. His aim, for which he
had sought and was given some permission, was to make the
songs useable and appealing to Americans. By 1931 the book
had gone through six editions. That edition was the last and
it contains 637 songs, ten of which were written by Frederik
Lange Grundtvig and some 125 by his father. It also is
supplemented with some 100 English language songs. The
songbook is still in use in places like the Danebod Folk
Meeting, which is held annually at Tyler, Minnesota.

The Danish Church
The creation of the Society brought the latent division
within the Danish Evangelical Lutheran Church into the
open. There were many Inner Mission people within that
church, people who had neither understanding of the views
propounded by N. F S. Grundtvig nor attachment to them.
Theirs was a more simple view of Christianity with a strong
attachment to the Bible as the word of God. Though some
pastors had received their training in a theological course at
Askov Folk School in Denmark, they had no real folk school
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experience to draw on and the Grundtvigian concept was
foreign to them. The all-important thing to them was a biblical
view of Christianity. Culture and heritage, to the extent it
figured at all, was secondary. In any case, from 1887 on,
though there would be numerous attemps to avoid it, the
Danish Church drew ever closer to the split which finally
came in 1894.
It cannot be gainsaid that Grundtvig played a leading
role in the split within the Danish Church. He was in the
forefront of the many struggles at the conventions of the
Church and he was one of the leading polemicists in
Dannevirke. Though differences had long existed within the
constituency of the Danish Church, they did not begin to
become critical until the Danish Evangelical Lutheran
Church Society, the so-called Blair Church, was formed in
1884. Grundtvig came into the Danish Church in late 1883
and, by coincidence therefore, came in when the struggle was
beginning to be more serious. Partly because of his natural
penchant for discussion and debate and perhaps partly
because of his familial background, he rather quickly became
a major spokesman for the Danish Church.
Numerous factors divided the Danish Church and
these have been dealt with in detail in my book, Church
Divided, which was published in 1992. They are not particularly germane to the topic under consideration here and will,
therefore, be only briefly mentioned. These factors may be
subsumed under the name Grundtvigianism. The followers
of N. S. F. Grundtvig tended to believe in the possibility of
conversion after death. This was not a major issue among
them, but it did become important to the Inner Mission
group. It was their belief that if this were true, the mission of
the Church would be undercut. Any leverage the Church
might have would be lost if God would convert potential
members later anyway. A major issue for both the
Grundtvigians
and the new Mission people was the
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Grundtvigian teaching that the Apostle's Creed took precedence over the Bible. Though it was demonstrably true that
the Creed preceded the Bible, opponents said it was not only
wrong, but unLutheran, to place so much weight on the
Creed. The Grundtvigians and their opponents held differing
views toward human life. The followers of Inner Mission saw
this life as a vale of tears to be superseded by a better life in
heaven. The Grundtvgians, while not denying a life in heaven,
saw this life as also blessed by God. God, in their view, frees
man for life and not simply from life. The Grundtvigians
held to a corporate Christianity, a body of believers, as
opposed to the Inner Mission concept of individual
Christianity. Finally, the Grundtvigians and the Inner
Mission group differed in their interpretation of the Creed.
The Inner Mission people tended to place most emphasis
upon the second article of that Creed. The Grundtvigians,
while thoroughly acknowledging the life and work of Christ,
were not about to neglect God as the creator and the Holy
Spiritas the sustainer of that life.
After 1884 the issues of establishing colonies and the
founding of the Danish People's Society were added to
differences of the two groups. The creation of the People's
Societyby FL. Grundtvig in 1887 has already been dealt with
and it is enough to remind the reader that some saw it as in
competition with the Church and doing its work. Ostensibly
there was no real opposition to establishing colonies, but
there was the question of which group would predominate.
In 1885 the colony founded at Tyler, Minnesota had become
largely Grundtvigian. h 1888 there was a great deal of disrussion regarding the possibility of founding a colony in
sas. This project was endorsed by P. S. Vig and Kristian
er, both of whom were Inner Mission men. It was
posed by F. L. Grundtvig on the grounds that there would
insufficient rainfall in the area. The Kansas project never
lly took root. The Danish Church, as such, never engaged
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in further efforts at colonization.
Real and important as these differences were, they
were not the primary concern of F. L. Grundtvig. He was a
dedicated proponent of the Grundtvigian position but a
greater interest than supporting the views of his illustious
father lay in promoting a church that would be broad enough
to embrace all Lutheran views. He saw the struggle as one of
freedom versus authority and he came down on the side of
freedom. Supporters of the Inner Mission position sought to
impose their views on the whole church. They called for both
a more pietistic view of life and a rigid Lutheranism that
would be in conformnity with other Lutheran bodies in
America. They would not accede to the broad and roomy
church envisioned by Grundtvig and others. A split in the
Danish Church was, therefore, inevitable.
Other Interests

At the height of the struggle in the Danish Church, the
Grundtvig family in Clinton was distracted by a letter £om C.
F. Tietgen. It will be recalled that Tietgen was one of the most
wealthy men in Denmark. He had been a frequent visitor at
the home of the elder Grundtvig and was well acquainted
with Frederik Lange. The Frederik Church, better known as
Marmorkirken (The Marble Church) was nearing completion
near Amalienborg (the Royal Palace) in Copenhagen. Tietgen,
as a principal contributor to this project, was privileged to
select the first pastor. His choice fell on Frederik Lange
Grundtvig.
Both Grundtvig and his wife felt the longing, which
was common among the immigrants, for their homeland and
for friends and relatives there. However, the very next day
Grundtvig responded that, much as he was honored by the
offer, he could not accept it. His principal reason was that he
preferred to stay and carry on the work that had been begun
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in America. "Never, as long as I live," he wrote, "can I give
up the cause of the Danish people in America." 9 A further
reason was that he was not a graduate in theology from the
University of Copenhagen and was, therefore, not qualified.
Tietgen was greatly disappointed and, in an effort to overcome
one of the difficulties, sought and gained permission from
the king for Grundtvig to assume the position and without a
special examination. Grundtvig, however, stuck to his
decision and did not become pastor of the Marble Church,
which would indeed have been a prestigious position. One of
Grundtvig' s friends asked how he could turn down such an
offer. Tearfully, Grundtvig replied, "I can do nothing else.
At a meeting of the Danish People's Society in Clinton
in July of 1893 it was decided that the duties of the president
should be taken over by the vice-president. The following
year Grundtvig stated that he did not wish re-election as
president. The division in the Church had caused him to lose
some of his enthusiasm for the Society, though he did
continue to write in its behalf. Meanwhile he had been
supportive of the efforts to begin a Folk School at Nysted,
Nebraska in 1887 and the Danebod Folk School at Tyler,
Minnesota in 1888. He would also be supportive of the new
school for the youth of the Church in Des Moines.
Meanwhile, by 1893 Grundtvig had launched out 1n a
new direction. He undertook a thorough study of the church
fathers. The midnight oil burned often in the study at Clinton
as Grundtvig pored over the ancient writings. He found
particular interest in the writings of Iraneus. At the convention of the Church in Dwight, Illinois in September of 1895,
Grundtvig presented a lecture that had grown out of these
studies. It had to do with Augustine's witness to the word of
faith. His friends then gathered a rather large sum of money
which was presented to him at a folk meeting in Clinton with
the understanding that he purchase the books he needed to
continue his studies. His studies of the church fathers also
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brought him into a confrontation with P. S. Vig. This took
place in the form of polemics in the Danish papers. It was
Grundtvig' s position that Bishop Iraneus had made the confession of faith basic to Christianity. Vig, just as firmly, maintained that Iraneus had asserted the primacy of Scripture.
Despite all of his extra activity, Grundtvig did not
neglect his congregation. He was particularly zealous in his
work with children and youth. In the class in which his
daughter Marie was confirmed in 1897 there were 25
members. They then proceeded to found a young people's
society to which they gave the name Fremtiden (The Future).
This reflected that pastor's view that the children and youth
of a congregation represented its future.
F. L. Grundtvig was a prolific writer. To page through
the Danish weekly Dannevirke is to meet the name of
Grundtvig in most issues, either under an article he had
submitted or as the object of attack. He wrote articles against
secret societies. He wrote articles in support of the Danish
People's Society and engaged in polemics with those who
saw the Society as a competitor to the Church. He wrote
favoring the Church and took to task those who disagreed.
But, he wrote much else also. Some of his writings were
tracts, but at least two were complete books. Leaving aside
the songbook, which he edited, and the previously mentioned Livet i Klokkegaarden,he wrote a book on the history of
the Apostle's Creed called TroensOrd (The Word of Faith) and
also supplied the poems for Kirke og Folk, (Church and
People), which was edited following Grundtvig's death, by
August Faber, his successor in Clinton, and published in 1909.
Following in his father's footsteps, F. L. Grundtvig
was a poet; a poet in his own right. He wrote poems for all
kinds of occasions. In paging through the songbook one
notes that he wrote two songs for the folk meeting in Lake
Benton at which time the colony at Tyler was founded. He
wrote one extolling Grand View College, calling it Skolenmed
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det Store Navn (The School with

the Great Name).
Interestingly enough, he wrote this a year after taking the
president of the College to task because he had dared to call
it Grand View College. It was not that he objected to the
name Grand View, but that he had assumed it would be
called the Danish Church's University. When the church
was threatened in 1891 he wrote a poem indicative of the
dire straits in which the church found itself. The six stanza
poem concludes.
Rolling, rolling, they continue to pound,
Mighty waves against the shore.
Knocking, knocking, they continue to sound,
The prayers at heaven's door.
The prayers have been heard; angels stand guard;
It's up to us now -will we reason discard,
Fail God and the Danish Church?
He wrote a poem when his friend, Thorvald Helveg,
returned to Denmark. He wrote poems for the youth group
in Clinton. Some of the poems were good, but others were of
questionable worth. Some had a permanent value, others
were significant only at the moment, but a steady stream
emerged from his hand and pen.
Farewell to Clinton
Christina Grundtvig was desperately ill during the
better part of 1896. She suffered a massive hemorrhage in
March that was life threatening. She had nursing care during
the day and the women of the congregation cared for her
each night. Recuperation was slow, but at last she was well
again. This was one ,of the factors that led the Grundtvig
family to feel the need for relaxation and rest in Denmark.
They first planned to go in 1897, but, for whatever reason,
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they could not do so. Nor could they take the projected trip
the next year. Finally they determined to go in the summer of
1900. During those last years in Clinton, incidentally, their
daughter, Marie, attended Grand View College.
Grundtvig had promised to return to Clinton when
they took the previous trip to Denmark. This time he determined that he would not return to Clinton despite pleas from
the congregation that he do so. It was difficult for Grundtvig
to imagine living any place in America but Clinton. Yet he
did have some vague thoughts about the Elk Horn area or
even a congregation in the East. Not so vague were thoughts
about serving the newly formed congregation in Des Moines.
He could work to build that congregation and perhaps
lecture at Grand View. Meanwhile, he would resign at
Clinton, which he did in October of 1899, thus giving the
required six months notice.
The ensuing months were difficult for Frederik Lange
Grundtvig. The future was uncertain and he was leaving his
beloved Clinton. One by one, it became the last time for
many experiences. Autumn leaves, Christmas, confirmation,
meetings of various kinds, service to his annex congregations, and springtime. In March the congregation turned out
en masse for Mrs. Grundtvig's birthday. At a youth meeting
in May his daughter read a poem that her father had written
as a farewell to her childhood city. The leaders of the congregation were urged by Grundtvig to forego any plans they
might have for a farewell party for the family. He was certain
that this would only make the parting more difficult.
On June 17, of 1900, Grundtvig preached his last
sermon in Clinton. The church was filled to overflowing, not
only with members of that congregation, but with friends
from the annex congregations he had served while in
Clinton. The following Friday he and his family left by train.
The station platform was filled with people who had come to
say a final goodbye. Many an eye was full of tears and there
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was much open weeping. Other passengers on the train
could be forgiven for wondering what was going on. As the
train slowly started to move the crowd sang the well-known
Danish hymn, Altid freydig, naar du guar (On your way be
brave and true). What lay ahead for him was uncertain, but,
though he did not know it at that time, his career in America
had drawn to a close.

Last Days

Arriving in Demnark, they visted friends and relatives
in various parts of the county. By November they were back
in Copenhagen where the family rented a furnished apartment
for the winter. A work in America was still in Grundtvig's
thoughts and that month he wrote to Peder Kj0lhede, who
was then president of the Danish Church in America. He listed four congregations from which he would be willing to
entertain calls with a view to beginning his work among
them in June of 1901. His preference was for the congregation
in Des Moines with the possibility of presenting some lectures
at Grand View College. There were two conditions attached
to the Des Moines matter. One of these was that he be offered
an annual salary of $700. The other was that the Synod build
a parsonage. He heard nothing from Kj0lhede and in January
of 1901 wrote to him again, this time saying that his offer
concerning Des Moines was to be further conditioned on its
being unanimously agreed to by the Synod Board and
accepted by the convention.
While this negotiation was going on, Grundtvig
received an offer from Kirkelig Samfund of 1898 (The Church
Society of 1898), an offer which he accepted at Easter time.
This would permit him to travel in Denmark and pursue
such interests as he chose. This would allow him, for
instance, to continue his study of the church fathers. During
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this time his interest in returning to America began to fade
and his wife made it obvious that she would rather remain in
Denmark. Shortly after Easter he received a reply from
Kj0lhede stating that the Board of the Church would not
unanimously agree to presenting his offer to the annual
meeting. They did, however, express a regret that Grundtvig
would not return. It is known from the correspondence that
Kjolhede later sent to Grundtvig why they could not wholeheartedly endorse him for the Des Moines post. Some
favored it or at least thought it worth thinking about. The
treasurer said the Church's income would not permit the
building of a parsonage and another salary at this time. The
most critical comment came from Martin Holst, the editor of
Dannevirke, who knew Grundtvig well and was his close
friend. Holst had written, "It cannot be denied however
much one values Grundtvig, that he is a loner and if things
do not go according to his wishes, he will withdraw or sit
idly by." 11 The concern of Holst and others was that
Grundtvig would not be able to get along with Rasmus R.
Vestergaard, the president of Grand View. That fall, a letter of
call was sent from the congregation at Kimballton, but
Grundtvig turned that down. He had meanwhile become ill
and he stated that if he again became well, he planned to
work in Denmark.
While he served Clinton, Grundtvig had been seriously ill only once. At that time he had had a heart attack, but
apparently it was somewhat mild because he recovered with
no apparent ill effects. Now, in Denmark, not only was he ill,
but the illness was worsening. Whether or not this had actually begun while he was still in Clinton is an open question,
but if it had it was not yet obvious. By the early months of
1901 he consulted a specialist, a neurologist, whom he had
known from his youth. It was determined that it was a
disease of the nerves, but the doctor was of the opinion that
it could be cured with rest and massage. Nevertheless, by
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that winter it had spread from his legs to his arms. A year
later it had spread to his back, his chest and his throat. A
physician to whom these symptoms have been presented is
" ...confident he suffered from a degenerative neurological
disease, Amyotropic Lateral Sclerosis, also known as Lou
Gehrig's Disease." 12 His condition steadily worsened and at
last only his daughter could hear and understand him. On
March 23, 1903, while smiling to his wife and daughter, he
quietly died.
Funeral services were at Vartov Church, in
Copenhagen, where his father had preached for so many
years. The coffin was decked with wreaths from Clinton and
from Grand View College. Among the speakers at his funeral
was his friend from America, Thorvald Helveg. The body
was buried in Vestre Kirkegaard (West Cemetery) in
Copenhagen in a plot which Grundtvig himself had selected.
A memorial service was also held in Clinton at that time and
the Roman Catholic priest in Clinton said a mass in his
church. Dr. Johnsson donated a sum to the Clinton hospital
for which a room was set aside in Grundtvigs name and
reserved largely for Danes. On April 1 of 1903 an article in
memory of Frederick Lange Grundtvig appeared in
Dannevirke,written by R. R. Vestergaard, the president of
Grand View College. He wrote, "He (Grundtvig) was a noble
person in the best understanding of that word. "13
His widow, Christina Grundtvig did not survive him
very long. She was injured in an accident during the summer
of 1904. At that time she became a patient in a Copenhagen
hospital and died there in September of 1904. She lies buried
besideher husband in the same Copenhagen cemetery. Their
aughter, Marie, later married a man named Lorange and
mained in Denmark.
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Epilogue
Much might be said in both praise or criticism of
Frederik Lange Grundtvig. There is a distinct contrast
between the young man that he was and the leader that he
became. One can speculate endlessly what the Danish
Church might have been like had his influence not made
itself felt. There might not have been a songbook, there might
not have been a Danish People's Society and, indeed, one
could argue that there might not have been a split in the
Church. But, whatever else is said of him, Grundtvig was a
man of his time, he did have the best interests of the Danish
people at heart. As one writer has written. "He was a herald
who summoned the people. He called in such a way that
many flocked to the banner that he raised high." 14
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Julius Strandberg and
"The Almost White Child"
by HANS J0RGEN STRANDBERG
Preface

Why did more than 50 million people leave Europe for
the United States in the second part of the 19th century? To
understand the largest migration in history you have to look
to the hopelessly poor living conditions which many people
in the Old World lived under. To people living in an overpopulated and underpaid Europe the idea of going to
America where nothing was impossible but where "everything" was possible was immensely attractive.
More than 300,000 Danes left their homeland to travel
to North America over a period from 1850 to 1914. Most left
behind a life of poverty and hard work in the hope of a better life in "God's own country".
The American dream was also nourished by the many
ballads published in Denmark in the 19th century.
One of the many people who were interested in the
"America fever" on a commercial basis in the last century
was my great-grandfather, the broadsheet ballad writer
Julius Strandberg (1834-1903) . Since 1861 when he founded
his own publishing business, he was kept busy in the service
of mass communication - a many-facetted business, even at
that time.
The production of broadsheet ballads was Julius
Strandberg' s profession. In his more than 40 years as a publisher his own publishing firm published more than 12,000
ballads, one of which was the emigration ballad "The Danish
Girl Who Was Sold." It was a great success for my greatgrandfather. The ballad was published at the end of the great
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emigration year of 1881.
This is part of the story of the broadsheet ballad writer
Julius Strandberg, who, among other things, published this
emigration ballad.

The Foundling
On the afternoon of 9 March 1834 Julius Strandberg,
only a few hours old, was discovered in a bundle of clothes
on a doorstep in Vingaardsstrcede
in the heart of
Copenhagen. He was thought to have been born on the day
he was found. His family background remains uncertain. We
know nothing certain about his father. But family tradition
has it that a Swedish clergyman who was emigrating to the
USA was one of his parents. However, nothing at all is
known of the identity of the little boy's mother.
The following day Julius Strandberg was placed in
foster care with chair maker Hansen and his wife in
Copenhagen where he spent a happy childhood. When he
finished his schooling after seven years, it was decided that
he should learn typography with a well-known printer
named Grcebe in Bredgade. This meant that he was no longer
able to live with his foster parents and at the age of 14 he
moved to The Danish Royal Orphanage ("Det Kongelige
Opfostringshus"). At Easter 1848 he started his apprenticeship as a printer and in his apprenticeship contract dated 2
October 1848 (the authorities had had plenty of time to draft
the document) it says:
The administrative Directorate for the Relief of
the Poor in Copenhagen, in accordance with
the Royal Charter of the Orphanage of 29 June
1753 and the Ordinance of 24 November 1777
and the Royal Plan for the Relief of the Poor of
1 July 1799, which has been most graciously
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approved, hereby entrusts to Mr. Grrebe of
Copenhagen, Printer, the Boy Peter Julius
Strandberg, born on 9 March 1834 and christened 11 March 1834, which Boy has been
placed at The Danish Royal Orphanage ("Det
Kongelige Opfostringshus"), nr. 12, on the following Conditions:
1) He will start his Apprenticeship at Easter
1848 and will, from that time, serve . an
Apprenticeship of six Years. When he commences his Apprenticeship, he will bring the
following items: jerseys, socks, a hat, a casket,
trousers, shoes, a cap, waistcoats, kerchiefs, a
hymn book, shirts, collars, the New Testament.
2) During his Apprenticeship I, Printer Grrebe,
undertake to fulfill all the Obligations of a
Master in accordance with every Act and
Decree in force. I undertake to teach him conscientiously everything relating to my profession so that after the Apprenticeship is terminated, he may be considered a proficient
Journeyman and not to let him waste too much
time on running errands but to employ him
diligently with professional work and to guard
his moral conduct so that he will not with my
approval visit any places which might make
him succumb to vice; and I also promise, as far as
it is possible, to let him sit next to other
Journeymen of good moral conduct and to let
him attend Sunday School at times when I do
not require him to do professional work. When
he becomes a Journeyman, he is no longer
obliged to remain in my service.
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3) If the Boy is not willing to learn or be diligent, obedient and conscientious in his work or
should he become disloyal and should such
punishment as the Master is allowed to give by
law prove futile, the master shall address the
director, who, in these and other cases where
there is reason for complaint, shall take such
measures the circumstances shall allow and as
protection, which the directors owe the boy
until he reaches the age of 24, shall make possible. The Master shall also report to the Director
if the aforesaid boy, against any presumption,
should leave his Apprenticeship or commit any
crime for which he could be prosecuted. The
Boy will not make any announcements in the
newspapers regarding his circumstances in
this or in other matters. When a complaint is
made either by the Boy or his Master, the
Master is obliged to appear in the Director's
Office on Request.
The Master will, at
that the Apprentice
an Apprentice and
soon as the Articles

his own expense, see to it
is enrolled in the Guild as
then as a Journeyman as
of the Guild do so allow."

Copenhagen 2 October 1848
On Behalf of the Directorate
EIBE
Director of the Royal Danish Orphanage
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Standing on his Own Feet

After Julius Strandberg finished his apprenticeship as a
printer in 1854, he worked as a hand compositor in various
printing houses in Copenhagen for seven years. In his spare
time he worked as a journalist at some of the contemporary
satirical magazines and while he was editor of such a magazine, he took over a business at 17 Set. Regnegade. "But (as
Julius Strandberg writes in his diary) then a Man kindly stole
two silver candlesticks from the palace chapel and was
caught by an old Woman". The result of this was the quick
publication of a ballad which sold more than 7,000 copies in
three days. "This seems to be the Road to Success",
Strandberg continues, and shortly after that he founded the
'Jul. Strandberg Publishing Firm' on 1 May 1861 which was
to develop into the largest publisher of popular light literature in Denmark.
In a short period of time the premises in Set.
Regnegade became too small and in the autumn of 1861 the
firm moved to larger premises at 18 Holmensgade (now
Bremerholm) which was where Julius Strandberg would
run his publishing business for the following 21 years.
In 1882 Julius Strandberg moved his business to two
properties which he had purchased over the years at 18
Vingaardsstrcede.
Strandberg did not just sell ballads even if the
production of these made up a significant part of his profit in
his more than 40 years as a businessman.
In his active years in business he wrote and published
more than 12,000 different ballads and his contemporaries
rightly called him "the uncrowned king of broadsheet
ballads". In the good ballad years he would publish a total of
a little under 500,000 copies, an astonishing number in a
society which did not exceed two million people. Apart from
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the ballads he also published a large number of books and
other small publications: practical handbooks for farmers,
gardening books, books with recipes for cooking, baking and
making preserves and jams both for people in the country
and in the city, books on how to interpret dreams, books
containing ad vice on household remedies from wise men
and women and with advice for young lovers finding it
difficult to express themselves in writing to each other.
Books with traditional rhymes and a daily newspaper
"Christianhavns Avis" were also published by Julius Strandberg.
From the early 1880s and to his death in 1903 Julius
Strandberg wrote and translated a number of American
stories, particularly stories about the American Indians.
This was an indication of the increasing Danish
interest in America and life over there. That the enterprise
was a success is clear from the sales statements in his diaries
which make up some of the treasures of The Danish Folklore
Collection (Dansk Folkemindesamling).
But the ballads remained the mainstay of his publishing business. Strandberg showed that he had a distinct flair
for current news and for what people thought and felt. He
was an accomplished businessman who with the support of
his own printers had every opportunity to have his productions printed immediately. (One example from the diaries
mentioned previously: "16.7.1888. At a quarter to four someone jumped off the Round Tower (Rundetaarn). At a quarter
past four the ballad was being printed. At seven o'clock it
was on the streets. 2,000 copies were sold".
Julius Strandberg created an efficient, national distribution network because he had definite agreements with a
large number of stationary booksellers, travelling booksellers, market singers, street singers and ballad singers. He
thus made sure that his ballads reached every corner of the
country within a short period of time. Furthermore, he also
created a large market for his ballads in the Faroe Islands, in
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the fishing community in Lofoten in the north of Norway
and in the Danish community in the USA where news from
"the Old Country" was in constant demand by the emigrants. With Julius Strandberg the broadsheet ballad was a
form of mass communication and its importance in contributing to public opinion was in fact greater than the newspapers and books at the time. Julius Strandberg's production
may be compared with contemporary Danish writers I. P.
Jacobsen and Herman Bang. Their works were only printed
in 1,000-3,000 copies which sets off Strandberg' s dominance
in the field of "small literature"!
Every New Year since he started the business Julius
Strandberg wrote a summary of the events of the past year.
In 1880 he wrote: "I hereby end this Year 1880 by
thanking God. As a business year 1880 was one of the simple
ones but it was better than last year. The fancy goods trade
can be said to be close to nonexistent, whereas Ballads and
Books have sold well. This year the ballads have sold more
than last year, namely 272,000. "O Susanne"! In particular
has sold many copies as has "Hjalmar and Hulda". The bad
times in trade in the whole country may be experienced here
but it is not as bad as several other places ."
"Oh Susanne! I Was Born on the Coast of Old
England" (0 Susanne! Jeg er f0dt ved Gammel Englands
Kyst) is Julius Strandberg's own version of Stephen Foster's
song "I Came from Alabama with a Banjo on rriy Knee".
Because of the extraordinarily large sales of the ballad "O
Susanne", the couple apparently felt that it was time to buy
better and larger property. This was situated a stone's throw
further along the coast just next to another country house
belonging to their good friend the landscape painter, professor Heinrich Buntzen. The new house which cost 4,000
Rigsdaler was named "Alabama". With all credit due to
Stephen Foster!
The following year, 1881, he wrote: "In God's name
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we end the Year 1881 and thank Him for everything good we
have received. With regard to business and income this is the
best year we have had in the more than 20 years in the trade.
This year I have published a large number of ballads. Among
these particularly "O Susanne!" has stood out, it reached
more than 50,000 copies. "Hjalmar and Hulda" has almost
equalled this number. The travelling booksellers are out on
their travels and trade with the bookshops in the provinces
has been very good. The large number of ballads has exceeded
all previous years, even the war year of 1864, I think."
In addition to the two successful ballads "O Susanne!"
and "Hjalmar and Hulda," "The Ballad of the Danish Girl
who was Sold", which Strandberg wrote Wednesday 30
November also was a success, even though it had only been
on the market for about a month at the turn of the new year!
As mentioned earlier, more than 300,000 people left
Denmark for the USA in the period from 1850 to 1914.In the
beginning of the 1880s the emigration to America sped up
after a few years of stagnation. As a writer of broadsheet
ballads with a flair for current news Strandberg made use of
this and in this decade he flooded the market with emigration
ballads in Denmark as well as in the Danish settlements
across the Atlantic.
In the war year of 1864, which was mentioned last in
the 1881 summary, Strandberg made his breakthrough. From
being one of many publishers of broadsheet ballads, he now
showed his remarkable talent for organization. He rationalized
his information network by sending his own war correspondents to the front in Southern Jutland! And the ballads which
he wrote on the basis of the large amount of information he
received directly from his own correspondents were so
successful that the printers could hardly cope with the
demand. In this way Strandberg beat the newspapers to it, so
that the broadsheet ballads at one point seemed to replace
the daily newspapers as a source of news!
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According to a survey made by the Historical Institute
at Aarhus University at the end of the 1970s, 156 "America
Ballads" were published in Denmark in the second half of the
last century. Of these 69 were produced by Strandberg and
they nearly all showed very good sales figures, particularly
the reprinted ballads in various collections.
Whereas until the beginning of the 1880's Julius
Strandberg' s ballads were almost entirely published as small
four-page leaflets with a woodcut on the front page, in 1883
he also began to produce a number of song books which
were a great success. Among others, he published a series of
eight volumes called "The Singing Man at Sea and on Land"
(Den syngende Mand paa B0lge og Land) which are still
remembered by the older generation. The last reprint is from
1921.
A Strandberg ballad was a guarantee of quality and
meant an increase in sales for the mentioned travelling booksellers, market, street and ballad singers. This was also true
for Strandberg himself whose income rose from about 2000
Kr in 1865 to 16,000 Kr in 1900.
Julius Strandberg' s ability to get things done very
quickly is also seen in connection with emigration. On 17
August 1888 he makes the following entry in his diary: "The
Steamer "Geyser", the Emigration Ship, has gone down with
many people aboard and I had to write a ballad about it. We
were very busy with the new ballad and from four o'clock we
sold 2,000 copies. I wrote another and Olaf [his son] had to
spend the better part of the day in the printing shop. We only
returned home to the countryside at 10:15 to have Supper".
He continued to be successful. On 20 August he writes
in his diary: "The Geyser Ballads are still selling very well."
On 24 August he continues: "The Geyser Ballads are still
selling very well in the provinces". And this repeats itself:
''The new Murder Ballad sells well but not as quickly as other
ballads made for an occasion, as for instance "Geyser' and
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the like". The two ballads sold so well that even a month
after the accident Strandberg wrote another ballad about it,
this time called "My Loved One's Dea th on Board the
Geyser". The lemon was squeezed to the last drop.
A very popular theme in the ballads was the emotions
experienced when parting. A very large number of ballads
were published in which the emigrants departed and where
they praised Denmark. After arriving in the USA the emigrants
continued their sobbing. There were disappointments and
difficulties and they missed the old country. A saying went:
"A Man is allowed to love two Women in his Life: his Mother.
and his Wife. Our beloved Wife is America, but our beloved
Mother is Denmark".
However, this was not the case with the people in the
drama described in the following. The male principal had
success on his own conditions until fate in the shape of "The
Danish Girl Who Was Sold" caught up with him after he had
returned to his native country. And as we will see, the female
character and her child also returned home to Denmark as
quickly as her circumstances allowed. They had encountered
so many disappointments and difficulties that it had proved
impossible to continue living "over there".
EMIGRATION

On 25 November 1881 VendsysselTidendebrought the following remarkable reader's letter:
"We have received this letter from Hvetbo District:
The Sale of Women in America
Froma reliablesourcethe writer of this has beeninformedof how a
girl from the Hjerring areahas beensold and marriedto a negroin
America;and the details of the sale were as follows:

A farm hand from the Hjerring area,who some years ago
emigratedto America, sent an emigration ticket to his sweetheart
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at home after he had lived in Americafor some time. She received
the ticket and left for America to join him, where he met her in a
market town and broughther to a hotel.He askedher to wait there
for a while as he went for a little walk on the town. As she was a
strangerand did not know the language,the waiting soon seemed
too long for her. She ventured out into the yard where she met a
Danish Man who told her that her fiance was hardly trustworthy
and that when he returned, he would not be alone. After having
heard this information, she returned to her room and it was not
long beforeher fiance returned accompaniedby two negroes.He
then told her that he could not marry her,but that she was to marry
one of the two blacknegroes.
She was very sad to hear this and cried with grief. One
negrotook his handkerchiefand wiped the tearsfrom her eyes with
it and was very kind to her. She acceptedher fate with much grief
and went with the negro who was kind to her. They were married
and her blackmarriagewas blessedwith a child which to -her great
joy was almost white. [Underlinedby the publisher].
As her husband was very wealthy and remainedkind to her
and the child, she acceptedher positionas well as she could. When
she had learnedthe English language,the negro(her husband) told
her that he had boughtherfrom the Danishfarm hand who had sent
her the emigration ticket, and that he had paid about 12,000 Kr.
for her.
Some time after the farm hand had come into possessionof
this money, he returned home to Vendsyssel,where he - as he was
now a wealthy man - marriedthe daughterof a richfarmer and he
now lives in the town of B.... nearHjerring.
Nobody knew how he had cometo have this money;because
hisformer,but betrayed,sweetheartdid not have the heart to write
to anyone at home how she had fared.
Now her husband is deadand she and the child have inherited all his wealth; they have now (she and her child) returned to
Denmarkand they have settled in Aalborg. She intends to try to
regainthe money her husband paidfor her, not becauseshe wants
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the money for herself as she does not need it, but to place it in a
financial institution to be used for charitablepurposes."
Five days after having seen the article in "Vendsyssel
Tidende" the ever-alertJulius Strandbergwrote the emotionalballad about "The Danish Girl Who Was Sold" on 30 November1881.
The broadsheetballad, which was to becomeone of Strandberg's
most popularballads,was written to the tune of anotherof his great
successes,the 23 verse long reproductionof the originally Swedish
song about "Hjalmar and Hulda" which Julius Strandberg sold
more than 50,000 copiesof in 1880 alone.
The Danish Girl Who Was Sold
In Jutland a young girl lived,
she loved her friend faithfully,
then sadly the time of parting came,
he travelled to America.
She was left at home all alone and sad,
she could not forget her beloved at all,
she thought of him all day and all night,
she missed him, she felt deserted all the time.
Then a letter from America arrived,
it was from the departed friend,
he wrote: "Dear girl, know now,
that you may come over here,
here is happiness, here is joy,
here we will be together in love,
I send you money, come soon if you can,
I am waiting for the day you land.
The poor girl she laughed and she cried,
she bade friends and family farewell,
soon she was off into the distance,
defying danger with buoyant spirits.
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So she met her sweetheart, he brought her
to a hotel, it was all Joy;
soon he was off on the town for a while,
and said goodbye, on his mouth was a smile.
Shortly after her sweetheart returned happy,
to the waiting girl,
he was not alone, with him were two people,
two negroes of the blackest water,
he spoke to the girl: "I cannot take you
and you cannot return to Denmark;
from these two blacks you must choose a husband,
so is the custom in this land".
The girl cried bitter tears, but
one of the negroes took his handkerchief
and stepped with sympathy over
and took the girl to his chest
and wiped away her tears and comforted her,
she did not know which way to turn
so she chose him who was kind and good,
the cruel friend then left her.
She now married the negro, he was rich,
she then bore him a child,
which was almost white, an image of its mother,
but the sweetheart was a brute,
and the negro said to his wife:
"Your friend was wicked, that is clear,
know that he sold you to me,
twelve thousand kroner I paid him for you".
The black man was kind to child and wife,
and rich and even very good,
then an Illness ended his Life,
his widow owned now all his wealth.
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Then she went to Denmark and travelled
to the town which she knew from childhood,
she went to Hj0rring - in a town nearby
she came to farm, a very cozy place .
When the farmer's wife greeted with friendliness
the strange lady, then she stayed there
a while with her child before she took up her
travel again, but who could describe
the great change when finally the husband
entered - and the two now recognized each other,
she saw before her eyes her wicked betrayer,
and the farmer saw his sweetheart again.
For twelve thousand he had bought a farm,
and married a girl with money,
pale, unsteady and terrified he stands,
his courage running out.
Then the stranger said: "You acted cruelly
the day you made me a Slave,
but now I am rich and you will be punished,
you may have to leave your farm.
I do not need your gold,
but the, courts must have their say,
and if you lose in the legal game,
the blood money will be big,
I shall give it to the poor, souls
in the district!" Now the wicked awaits his judgment,
treachery and betrayal does not pay,
he will be poor, his sweetheart rich.
It is unknown what happened to the Danish Girl who
was sold, her "almost white child" or the girl's former
betrothed.
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We do not know with certainty, either, why it was so
important for Julius Strandberg to emphasize that the girl's
offspring was almost white. But we can hazard a guess.
At the end of the last century a black person on the
street in Denmark was an object of interest which you did not
feel ashamed of following while making loud remarks and
comparisons. And the stares. Not necessarily with any ill
intention. People just stared. Crowds gathered around the
blacks, people forgot where they were going and people
flocked to have a look at these strange creatures. Their
authenticity was not always believed and peosle would try
with their thumbs on their cheeks to see if the black color
could be rubbed off. Others pulled their hair to find out
whether it was a wig or genuine black hair.
For the blacks from the Danish colonies in the West
Indies the attention they drew must not only have been
uncomfortable but also completely incomprehensible. In the
Danish colonies of St. Thomas, St. Croix and St. John the
blacks were used to seeing white people and these were also
used to seeing black citizens and to treat them as people. But
in Denmark the blacks were seen as something close to peculiar
animals probably escaped from a zoo.
For the black children visiting Denmark the stay could
be particularly humiliating. Danish children would shout:
"Go home and wash yourselves, you dirty monkeys" and
would follow the poor foreign-looking children with yells
such as: "Go home to the negroes in Africa. You have come to
civilized Denmark by mistake!"
Of course, Julius Strandberg knew all this and therefore he had to emphasize that the child in the ballad was a
Danish, "almost white child". Because Denmark was an
overwhelmingly white country. People wore the same kind
of clothes, had the same cultural background and everyone
had the same light skin tone.
At the end of the last century Denmark was also a
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society coming to a standstill in certain fields, while the rest
of the world was moving ahead. There was a fear of change
in this country and that was some of the reason for the fear
of blacks: Another way to state it is by calling it simply and
plainly racial prejudice.
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Recollections of a Danish Auctioneer
By ERLING CHRISTENSEN

I was born in Brush, Colorado, the 12th of August in
1906. I was the first child of Otto and Mariane Christensen
and ten more were to follow. I was called an "instrument
baby" according to my older cousin Bertha Pedersen, whose
mother was my Dad's sister. She said it was "sure touch and
go" as the ordeal left me black and blue in the face.
My birthplace was a shanty that later became a chicken coop when a bigger home was built. This was 2 1 /2 miles
north of Brush on an 80 acre farm.
- My Mother, Mariane Gade, was the daughter of
Kristian and Dorothea Gade. Bedstemor Gade was not very
strong. Small and sickly, she was troubled constantly with
ulcers.
Bedstefar Gade [Kristian] was a farmer and was
robust and strong. In Denmark he had been a seaman, plying
a boat between Germany and Denmark. He and his oldest
son came to America to seek their fortune. His first job was
in a salt mine. He told that one day he was late returning
from the noon hour only to learn that there had been a cavein and that several of his fellow miners perished.
When he had enough money, he sent for his wife and
children. The yongest, little Soren, had died so he never saw
him again. The rest of the family arrived in America in 1894.
They settled on a farm near Cedar Falls, Iowa. Mariane was
12 years old at the time. She was enrolled in the little country
school as a first grader. She soon surpassed all her calssmates
and graduated from eighth grade the same year. She never
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had the Danish brogue and spoke perfect English. Later, she
would correct our English and helped me see the light in
both fractions and long division.
Mother never attended high school. She and her older
sister Ane were a big help on the farm. Ane never married
and became our second mother as she helped our Mother
raise her family: six boys and five girls. Ane lived with my
grandparents and cared for them until they died. Both my
gradparents, my parents and Tante Ane are buried in Brush,
Colorado, as is a little sister Ellen who died of erysipelas in
1920.
I was, of course, the first to go to school being the oldest. Mother walked the full 2 1/2 miles with me to Fairview
School, a one-room country school. I wasn't about to stay
there but the teacher intervened and led me to the window
and said I could watch Mother going home. When I got home
that evening, I told my folks I wanted no more school. Again,
Mother took me and then I recognized my cousins Anna and
Thyra and I soon was playing games and felt more at ease. As
a youngster, I recall I enjoyed playing with the girls more
than the boys.
My teacher Miss Pryson taught all eight grades. She
had a rubber hose on her desk that she said she would use if
it was needed. She really put the fear into all her pupils but
she never used the hose on me. There was a lot of snow that
winter and Dad would take me to school on horseback. I
remember bouncing up and down as I rode behind him.
My favorite subjects in school were history and agriculture, but school was boring for me. I missed many days
because I was kept home to help with the farm chores and to
herd sheep. The many absences did nothing to improve my
grades or my interest. Of course, I preferred being home so it
was, in a way, my fault too. One day this was reported and
my folks got a letter from the county superintendent reminding me that I'd better be in school Mondy morning or the
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Sheriff would call for me. My attendance improved.
When I reached 8th grade, I became interested in
sports and in school in general, possibly because Mr. Brown
was our teacher now and he treated me more like a buddy
than a student. For example, one day as I sat on the outside
"3 holer" toilet seat (you got permission to go by holding up
two fingers) Mr. Brown walked in. He excused himself saying he had eaten prunes and had the "runs". That was my
first exposure to the word. He reached for a cigarette that he
lit and then asked me if I knew he smoked. I'm sure I said
"No" but our home and clothes reeked of tobacco smoke
from Dad's constant pipe smoking.
The very next day, all the older boys were asked to
stay a few minutes after school. Mr. Brown suggested that we
have a meeting to organize a baseball team and get a little
system into our game. He asked for a vote on this and all
were in favor. Then he suggested that I be the captain of the
team. This was a surprise since I didn't even own a baseball
glove and usually was sent to the outfield being a minority
(Dane) in the company of mostly Russian classmates.
Mr. Brown had at one time played with the Omaha
White Sox and gave me many pointers on baseball. Before
long, I was playing catcher which was the most important
position according to my teacher. As captain, I was told to
give the boys the positions they were to play. this pat on the
back did a lot for my morale, not only then, but the rest of my
life. My school days were over when I passed my eighth
grade exams.
At an early age I joined the National Guard and was a
member for about two years. This was good experience and
consisted of a drill every Monday in the Brush Armory.
Every week we were paid $1.00 and my usual routine was to
go to "Ragsdale's Chili Parlor" for a bowl of chili that cost
one dime. One night I coaxed my cousin Albert Pedersen to
go along in. He had never heard of chili and when he tasted
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it he said, "do you like this? To me it looks like hound puke."
He ate it with "Long teeth" and said it wasn't his favorite.
I believe it was the fall of 1925, the National Guard
was called to a strike at the Columbine Coal Mines. All married men and those in school were exempt, so I had to go
even though I'm sure I was needed at home. We gathered at
the Armory where we s~ayed all night and left early the next
morning in Army trucks. We arrived at our destination
which was Walsenburg, Colorado, about dark and had to set
up our camp before we could retire. Our tents were round, 13
feet high and a funnel shaped stove, about 24 inches high,
was in the center with a stove pipe through the top. Just as
everyone was settled and ready for a good night's rest, in
came two Lieutenants and appointed by friend Leon Lake
from Snyder, Colorado, and myself to go on gurad duty. We
were issued army overcoats that reached to our heels and
equipped with army rifles full of shells.
This was the era of the first unions and we called them
"Wobblies" or I.W.W. (Industrial Workers of the World). The
coal miners were striking for better working conditions and
the National Guard had to be called to put down the unrest.
Seven had been killed the day before we arrived and the state
police could not handle the situation. After two weeks,
things were back to normal and the miners were defeated in
getting their demands.
While I was in the National Guard, Dad bought a half
section of land in Nebraska. I was discharged from the Guard
and moved to Nebraska, near Mirage Flats, to break up the
virgin prairie sod and farm it. Here I ''batched" and, at times,
had members of the family with me in our simple living quarters. Lisetta, Ric, Herluf, Ernst and Art Petersen (not cousin
Art) came to help. The first summer Art and I lived in an Army
tent. That tent went sailing skyward in a terrific hail and windstorm. We found shelter under a Model T Ford and lay in six
inches of water. It was then we moved in with a bachelor
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friend, Soren Sorensen, and he let us sleep in his haymow.
Dad hired L.C. Laursen (Per Nabo) to build a shed
suitable for living and also serve as a garage. Per Nabo was
the unordained pastor of the community. Church services
were held in the community hall. On Sunday morning, Per
Nabo would bring up a large religious picture from the basement and then there was the atmosphere of a church. I don't
recall any of his sermons but will never forget the closing
prayer's ending. He would say "Herre H0r vor b0n" (Lord
here our prayer) and then the pastor struck a match on his
rear with his right hand and lit his pipe.
L.C. Laursen was a skilled Mason and a farmer beside
being the lay pastor. His influence on those around him was
great and he and his wife and family were loved by all.
Despite all our problems, we managed to get a good
crop of winter wheat started and Vagn and Arnold Duus and
myself left for Solvang, California, to seek our fortune or
whatever. We were broke, but Evald Christensen, who was at
Atterdag College, took us in nonetheles. I had several different jobs, a dollar here and a dollar there, but then Dad wrote
and told me that I'd better get back to Nebraska and insure
our wheat crop. Arnold Duus and I headed back to Colorado
leaving Vagn behind. (He was sweet on my sister Gerda and
refused to leave her.)
We insured the wheat crop to the limit, got no hail,
and with a crop that resembled an ocean with billowing
waves, we were very pleased. We chose to store it in hopes of
higher prices but after six months we decided to sell as we
needed the money. Our return was a bill for the freight on
over 10,000 bushels of wheat. That was when Dad decided to
"throw in the towel". We lost a $3,000 down payment on the
land, a Case 3 bottom breaker plow, a large Wheatland disc
and our little building but this sacrifice was trivial compared
to that of those that stayed there hoping for better times.
Dust storms, grasshoppers, depression, sickness,
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death and the best years of a human being's life were given
and suffered by the hard working souls that kept on. I didn't
realize this until I read Norma Schirk's book Water for a
Thirsty Land. It was sent to us by Erling Duus, son of Vagn
and Gerda. According to the book, the land was reclaimed by
the government and irigation started. The farmers could buy
back the land for a reasonable figure but most of the orininal
settlers had pulled stakes and moved elsewhere.
One interesting experience I had while in Hay
Springs, Nebraska, was working with a threshing crew. I
drove a 26.40 Case tractor that pulled a 36 inch grain separator that belonged to an old Irishman. We threshed four sections of grain, one of spelts (a type of wheat), one of oats, one
of wheat and one of barley. All the straw had to be put in one
pile which was to be a shelter for the Smith's beef herd numbering 500. The Smith brothers lived with an old maid sister
and their ranch was in the Nebraska sandhills. The grain was
stored in a long granary. We had 10 bundle racks and four
spike pitchers, one of whom was Ferdinand Sandos - Old
Jules himself. I'm sure this threshing job was possibly the
biggest bundle threshing ever done in Nebraska, possibly
even in the U.S.
If I remember right, each of us made $320 for a three
week threshing job. When I brought my check to the bank,
' they refused to cash it. I went to the pool hall and the manager
there opened his big black safe and gave me the money plus
a good stiff drink on the house.
In the Spring of '27, the old West was still alive. My
Uncle Sam and cousin Art Pedersen who lived in Brush
asked if I would help their brother Albert move their horses
from Model, Colorado, to Brush ( a distance of 250 miles).
The Pedersens, who had struggled at ranching in south-eastern Colorado, were broke and giving up. It was to be an oldfashioned trail ride. I consented to help and when we got to
Model, Albert was putting brakes on a wagon that resembled
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an old prairie schooner. Inside, he had wired down a small
cookstove. For awhile, we followed the old Santa Fe Trail
traveled by the 49ers. It was mighty rough in places and I
understood why the stove had been wired in place.
I rode in the saddle practically all the way while
Albert drove three big black Belgian mares that pulled the
wagon. A large black draft colt that refused to lead was tied
behind the wagon. He, of course, fell and was being dragged.
Cousin Albert yelled. "Don't stop; he'll get up!" And he did.
From then on the colt watched his rope so that it didn't tighten. After three or four days on the trail, I suggested that we
turn him loose. He was soon back on the right hand corner of
the wagon, never again tied for the rest of the trip.
Every night it was my job to unharness the horses and
grease the wagon while Albert made our supper. In the
morning, I again fed and curried the three mares while
Albert made breakfast. As we were traveling north out of
Limon, water became scarce and I rode on ahead while
Albert held back. Over a hill was a ranch with a huge, round
tank with water running over the edge and the windmill
turning and pumping. The owner was standing nearby, gun
in hand, informing me "No watering here." About that time,
all the horses came galloping up the hill. I turned my back on
him and let the horses drink. I figured he would' t shoot me
in the back. When all the horses had finished drinking, we
waved a friendly goodby and we were once more on the trail.
After eleven days and nights, we arrived at our destination
in Brush.
As cousin Albert and I reminisce about those days
more than a half century ago, Albert remembers the visitors
we had in the evenings where we camped. I have no recollection of any visitors and believe that I must have been so
tired and sleepy from all those hours in the saddle that I
wasn't a part of the evenings at all.
In 1934, brother Ric married Esther Henriksen of
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Askov and Esther's friend Krista Thomsen was their bridesmaid and I was the best man. Two years later, I married
Krista. We lived in a new three room log cabin that later was
pulled to the Aspenwald place. It was irrigation, sugar beets,
feeder lambs and com - all a losing game. After three years I
took an auction course in Sterling, Colorado. Sister Eva
offered to loan me the $100 it cost and Jim Hoover, the
instructor, suggested that I move to the Scandinavian area, if
possible, as he said I had a Danish brogue.
On April 9, 1940, the same day that Hitler invaded little Denmark, we headed for Askov, Minnesota, with our
daughters Elsie, age three, and Greta, one and a half. we
lived in different places in town but in 1946, we bought an 80
acre farm 2 1 /2 miles north of Askov where we lived for
almost 30 years.
In the six years we lived in town, I sold a few auctions
and also, for a short while, had a "produce". I bought cream
and hides, dealt in poultry and some blueberries. After moving to the farm, I dealt in cattle and livestock in general and
sold more at auctions as time went on. Many farmers I've
sold out twice. For three years I sold every Tuesday in the
Mahtowa salesbarns, so my knowledge of cattle increased as
time went on.
In the early 40' s, I sold the fown of Belden, a logging
town near the Wisconsin border. For this feat, I was featured
on television in 1976, the Centennial Year. The auction was
re-enacted in a ghost town near where the actural auction
was held over 30 years before.
Askov, in early times, had a reputation of having some
of the best dairy cows in the country because artificial insemination was practiced earlier there than elsewhere. For that
reason, I got more money when selling cows than auctioneers in other areas. In 1971, I retired from auctioneering and
only occasionally called a charity sale. I have sold at the
Labor Day auction in Askov every year since its beginning in
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the late forties.
Our two
boys, Paul and Steve, were born in
Minnesota and none of our four turned out to be a disappointment. We are proud of them all - in-laws included. Life
on this 80-acre farm couldn't have been all bad as Paul,
Margaret and their four children bought it in 1975 when we
moved to our present home in Sandstone, Minnesota, about
8 miles away.
Highlights in my life but not included previously:
The raising and grooming of a Santa Gertrude's cattle
herd. They originate from the King's Ranch in Texas and are
a cross between the red shorthorn and the Brahman. We visited the King's Ranch with brother Leo in the early 70' s.
Kingsville, Texas, is ·a town by itself with post office a·nd businesses but all on the Ranch property. The Santa Gertrud es' s
did well in our country. They are brush and thistly eaters and
immune to many cattle diseases.
Another interesting but frustrating experience, at
times, was being Chairman of the Bethlehem Lutheran
Church council in Askov. I possibly would not have liked this
job if I hadn't had the experience of belonging to
Toastmaster's International. I believe this was a liberal education and has benefited me all of my life since. I am an honorary member of the Lion's Club as I have helped with their
annual sale held every summer. Lot of work; no pay, but a
nice dinner every year!
Our Toastmaster's Club met at various places including the Federal Prison here in Sandstone. On one occasion at
the prison, I was "Toastmaster of the Evening" and told a few
stories. It was a joy to see the blacks and Mexicans, largely
outnumbered by whites, chuckle at my line. After this meeting, a man approached me and asked if I'd go on his visiting
list. This man was Billie Sol. Billie Sol said he was covering
for former president L. B. Johnson, who went from school
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teacher to multi-millionaire in a few years. After Billie Sol's
release, Krista and I visited him and his family in Abilene
and dined with them and have visited other times since.
After our retirement from the farm, we were in Mexico
several times and did live one winter in Ajiji near Lake
Chapala in central Mexico. We brought back a few imports
and gradually worked up a business mostly in pots, furniture and wall decorations. Many others have started a similar business or have been tourists in border towns so business isn't what it used to be . And with our supply not warranting advertising, it is pretty much a dead issue. Krista and
I never miss the flea market and when in season and antiques
are my interest mostly. We also hit the year and garage sales
and once in awhile find a bargain.
Through fire, famine and the hassle of life, my wife
helped me survive. She taught school in the days when
wages weren't what they are now and it helped feed the kids
and the cows. All that we accumulated over the years is paid
for. - November 1983.
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Book Review
Junction City to Denmark:
A Boyhood Journey
Reviewed by GERALD RASMUSSEN
Much has been written about immigrants coming to
the United States. Much less has been written about immigrants who returned to their native countries.
Visti Favrholdt's book From Junction City to
Denmark: A Boyhood Journey fits the later description, but it
is much, much more.
To be sure Visti was only a thirteen year old boy when,
in the depths of the depression, his father, a Pastor in the
Danish Lutheran Church in Junction City, decided to return
to his native Denmark, and greater economic security, in
1933.
Visti enjoyed his boyhood days in Junction City and in
every respect regarded himself as an American. He was an
extremely reluctant immigrant to Denmark. He adjusted
slowly to the use of the Danish language. He did not like
Denmark and wrote many letters to his closest friend back in
Junction City, Har~ld Bruce.
Fortunately Harold saved those letters. When Visti
finally achi_eved his goal of returnig to North America,
(Vancouver, Canada) he contacted Harold Bruce and was
given a shoe box containing those letters. They were written
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with all the vigor and passion of a thirteen year old angry
adolescent and became the inspiration for the book which he
decided to write, in order to share that unusual experience
with others.
Junction City to Denmnark : A Boyhood Journey is an
emotional experience. It is sad and it is funny. One thinks of
Charlie Chaplin's definition of humor as playful pain. It is a
captivating, delighful book to read, and presents an insightful glimpse of a boyhood life in the 1930's in Junction City as
well as the subsequent years in Denmark. The author also
provides additional insights of the years dur1ng the Second
World War when Denmark was occupied by German armed
forces. He concludes with a moving description of his long
delayed return to his much romanticized Junciton City and
coming to terms with his disappointment that the Junction
City of his youth had either changed, or had not ever quite
existed as he remembered it.
Junction City to Denmark: A Boyhood Journey is an
excellent book, well written, easy to read. Both its perspective and its story line is unique. The boyhood letters, reprinted verbatim as they were written, reveal a boy of remarkable
insights, whd, since he felt isolated from the Danish society
in which he lived, found solace in communication to his old
friend "back home". And how lucky that Harold Bruce
saved those letters. We recommend it highly.
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Junction City to Denmark

A BOYHOOD JOURNEY
By Visti Favrholt

Junction City to Denmark is a scintillating account of a boyhood that nurtured loyalties bound in dreams and aspirations, and fired by real and imaginary conflicts. In clear and
poignant passages, the author leads us through transitions in
life that confront us all. Keys to this adventure are found in
letters, fortunately saved, real life gems that sparkle with an
amazing range of insights. At times, the language is reminiscent of Mark Twain's Tom or Huck. And, simultaneously,
mature concerns emerge in a powerful descriptive sweep
that carries us between two small towns in two different
countries. This is one journey worth traveling.
Otto N. Larsen, ProfessorEmeritus, University of Washington, Seattle
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